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This is the Worst Possible Outcome 
by hellonearthtoday 


Summary 


Aliens. 
Aliens! 


The adrenaline was slowly seeping away at this point, ragged breaths escaping him as he 
stared down at the defeated alien. 


This was literally the worst possible outcome that could’ve come from his and his foster 
mothers’ argument. Like, he expected maybe a scolding when he got back, or at worst the 
police called on him for running away, but no. Honest to god aliens. 


Or, 


Humans are a young race, and Tommy, a particularly volatile human, is plucked from his 
home and forced to survive in a foreign land. It certainly doesn't help with the fact that the 
whole of galactic society is under the impression humans lack the ability for complex 
thought. 


OR, OR, tommy is a sewer rat and the rest of space is new york city and everyone is 
irrationally terrified of the rat. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


It all goes wrong 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy is so fuckin scared right now its not even funny (its sort of funny) 


Chapter Notes 


AUTHORS NOTE, 1/16 2024 


Thank you for giving this fic a chance, it's appreciated so so so much @§ the chapter 
word count only gets longer from here. It starts off plot driven. for like Arc I, then in 
Arc II it's a mix of character relationships and plot driving the story 


The plot in this space fic is a little different from the usual space plots you see around 
here, and with lots of world building :) REMEMBER I don't really add chapter 
warnings, but just expect your typical amounts of violence and fucked up 
dehumanization, courtesy of the silly aliens in this fic, and last but not least, space 
racism. Good lord. If there's any more TW worthy elements in the fic, it'll be tagged. 


taps the sign that says babies first fic and babies first long story No one is allowed to get 
mad at me. 


With that, happy reading!!! Enjoy this love letter to humanity 


(Warning: Mild spoilers. Nothing too big, just character designs and everything fun.) 
ART INDEX 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"Humanity is complicated. We are divided, yet eternally connected, and until the absence of 
company, we don't truly realize how much we really need it." 


-Anonymous 


Aliens. Aliens. 


Fuck. 


Admittedly, this was not on Tommys’ bingo card. 


He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. This entire situation was almost comical, with how 
outlandish it was. One heated argument with his foster mother — one! — had snowballed 
into this, of all things. He had stormed out of the house, slamming the door on his way out to 
make his point clear, and immediately made a bee-line for the forest that bordered the quaint 
town he’d been living in for the past year. He hadn’t meant to stumble across two creatures 
straight out of a disturbingly high budget sci-fi movie, seemingly in the midst of an argument. 


It was just meant to be a walk. In his anger-filled stupor, he hadn’t even noticed the two until 
he was practically on top of them. 


They apparently hadn’t either, given both parties had spent a good few seconds staring at 
each other before abject horror settled into the expressions of all three of them. Admittedly, it 
was hard to tell the expressions of the two wildly inhuman looking aliens, but Tommy was 
assuming it was horror, for lack of a better option. Thinking back on it, it would’ve almost 
been funny, if he hadn’t literally been kidnapped. 


After recovering from the shock, the aliens had wasted no time pulling out a gun-like weapon 
of some kind and shooting him straight in the neck, effectively rendering him unconscious, as 
far as he knows. He supposes it wasn’t meant to be lethal, as he was still very much alive 
right now, and for the most part, unharmed. He supposes it a/so didn’t work as well as the 
aliens had intended it to, because he was blinking into consciousness moments later. Or at 
least, he was assuming it had only been a few minutes. It didn’t fee/ like he’d been out for 
long, save for the light soreness coursing through his muscles. 


Even more evidence to attest to his prior theory; he had awoken mid motion, and after 
blearily assessing his situation, he’d come to the conclusion that he had been thrown over the 


shoulder of the larger of the pair and was currently being fireman carried deeper into their 
spaceship. The smaller of the two aliens was nowhere in sight. 


Vision swimming, he could only dazedly stare downwards as the alien continued to carry him 
god knows where. God, this alien had an entire tail. If he wasn’t terrified right now, this 
might be fascinating. 


The alien, thankfully, hadn’t seemed to notice his sudden consciousness yet, and Tommy had 
done his best not to wiggle or adjust himself as he frantically thought of a plan. To his credit, 
only a few precious seconds were spent in terror-filled stillness before he was breaking into 
action; 


Twisting his body around, he tore into the aliens neck with his teeth; humans’ natural 
weapon. In hindsight, it was fucking disgusting, but this was life or death here. 


The alien let out a startled yelp at the sudden assault, the sound devolving into a fearful 
sounding cry as it desperately clawed at him to try and pry him off. The aliens’ skin was 
foreign in its texture, feeling oddly thick, but that didn’t stop him from biting the shit out of 
it. He’d detached himself mere seconds later, mind racing as he landed flat on his ass in front 
of the alien, who was now holding its webbed hands to the bleeding wound Tommy had 
given him, a viscous sounding language coming from the alien in what sounded to be frantic 
swearing. 


The blood that trickled in-between its deft fingers was red, identical to his own. 


He didn’t have time to dwell on this particular observation. Quickly scrambling to his feet, he 
charged at the alien again — who looked to be horrified and shocked all in one — and sucker 
punched it straight in the face. It didn’t have a nose. /t didn t have a nose?! This was really 
only an afterthought as his fist connected with the aliens flat, nose-less face. 


He reeled back to wind up another punch, but to his surprise, the alien had collapsed to the 
floor after a measly one. He was briefly worried he’d killed it, not ready to be a murderer just 
yet, but the telltale signs of breathing were clear in the unconscious alien, it's chest rising and 
falling just enough for Tommy to notice. This brings him to his current situation. 


Aliens. 


Aliens! 


The adrenaline was slowly seeping away at this point, ragged breaths escaping him as he 
stared down at the defeated alien. 


This was literally the worst possible outcome that could’ve come from his and his foster 
mothers’ argument. Like, he expected maybe a scolding when he got back, or at worst the 
police called on him for running away, but no. Honest to god aliens. 


Was this karma? If it was, he couldn't tell you what'd it be for. He hadn't done anything truly 
terrible in his life yet, at least not by his standards. He didn't have time to speculate further. A 
million thoughts were racing through his head at once as he stared down in horror at the 
shark-like alien. Why did this alien look like a shark? What’s he supposed to do now? Has 
the spaceship, (Holy shit, he’s on a spaceship) taken off yet? Is he even on Earth anymore? 
Where was the other alien? Is he in space!? His foster mother is definitely gonna call the 
police on him— 


Wait. 


Where was the other alien? The uncomfortable realization creeps up on him. 


He could account for this one, but there was another one. He knew for a fact that there were 
at least two, but there could definitely be more. His heart skipped a beat at the mere 
possibility, and he frantically swiveled around himself to take in his surroundings, paranoia 
beginning to eat away at him. The hallway he was in wasn’t straight; it was curved, though if 
he peeked around the curve it rounded into a straight one. The lights were dim, blue, but it 
wasn’t dark. 


He gingerly stepped past the unconscious alien to peek around the other corner. The sight was 
identical to the other one. Just a straight hallway. 


Nothing. 


There wasn’t anyone else there. At least for now. 


His body was pushing and pulling between feeling invigorated at his win and feeling ice-cold 
terror at the reality of his situation. This sucks. This sucks! God, shit, shit. Don’t get him 
wrong, he’s the biggest man out there, but he really wants to curl up into a tiny ball and cry. 
Maybe even vomit. 


He was frozen still for a few minutes, too scared to move as his situation continued to dawn 
on him, but he knew he had to move. He couldn’t stand here forever, as much as he wanted 
to. If he was right and the alien he’d punched was only unconscious and not dead, it’d be 
waking up eventually—that is if it didn’t bleed out... 


He mulled over that thought briefly before shaking his head, spite coursing through him. 
These fuckers literally kidnapped him. Consequences of their actions, ‘innit? He willed away 
any sympathy he had for the shark-like alien and forced his legs to move. He was finally 
starting to register the taste of the blood in his mouth from when he’d bitten his captor like a 
feral animal. It wasn’t pleasant. He hoped he hadn’t swallowed any of it, that would be gross. 


Gingerly making his way down the dimly lit hallway, his pace began to quicken with a newly 
determined fervor. If he died, he wouldn’t be caught dead laying down. He was either getting 
the hell out of here, or he'd die trying while being the biggest nuisance possible. Preferably, 
he’d rather not die, but his situation was looking rather grim at the moment. 


He tugged his black sweatshirt further around him, eternally thankful to past Tommy that 
he’d had half the mind to layer before storming out of the house. These clothes were his only 
tie to normality he had right now, and while it was a pitifully small amount, he was clinging 
onto it like a lifeline. 


He was mentally hyping himself up the further he got down the hallway. Given it wasn’t a 
very long hallway, he was making it to the end fairly quickly, but he was cherishing every 
second he had before he had to confront the unknown. Danger. He literally could not 
emphasize enough how much this sucked, but what could a guy do? 


With all of his 16-year-old courage, he rounded the corner. Nothing and no one habited the 
space infront of him. Thank fuck. Taking a deep breath, he continued, steps light and almost 
soundless on the metal ground. He's still painfully aware of his surroundings, but he lets his 
thoughts wander to the smaller of the two aliens. While the larger one had been a shark, the 
other one looked more... bug-like . He didn't get the best look at it before being literally 
tranq-ed, but he thinks he saw mandibles. 


He didn't get to properly measure the aliens size with his eyes, but it had to be at least two 
feet shorter than him, unlike it's other half who had a good few inches on Tommy—by the 
way, terrifying, considering Tommy was already six feet tall. He hoped the majority of aliens 
he'd see were smaller than him. He was much more confident in his ability to dropkick tiny 
bug-like aliens if he needed to defend himself. 


Fuck. The thought of seeing more aliens was nerve-wracking. He was so painfully close to 
losing his shit, but maybe later. When he wasn't so...compromised. He let his thoughts 
wander again, face screwing up into one of discomfort as he thought back to the alien he'd 
just left bleeding out on the ground. Should he have like, hid the guy in a broom closet? Did 
aliens have brooms? Oh well. He wasn't going back now. He'd rather push forward than 
backtrack. He already felt two scares away from evacuating his own skin, backtracking now 
would just cause him to freeze up again. 


As he continued, a faint buzzing began to grow more and more apparent as he was seemingly 
getting closer to the source. Something that was probably anxiety fizzled in his gut as he 
pushed onward, fiddling with the hem of his sweatshirt as he noted how tall the ceiling of the 
hallway was. He didn't want to think about what that meant. 


Eventually, his eyes caught the sight of light flooding out of a doorway—a rather tall 
doorway. It contrasted heavily against the dark blue lighting of the rest of the ship— building 
— wherever he was. He had yet to see any windows. 


Gently creeping up towards the entryway, he let a nerve-filled breath escape him. Peeking 
around the corner of the doorway, he distantly hoped aliens didn't have super hearing or 
anything. 


What he saw, his mind almost couldn't fully process. He didn't even know where to begin as 
he slowly registered what was in front of him. He could deduce this room had to be a control 
room of some sort. Or at least, he thought. He wasn't sure of much anymore. Behind all the 


buttons and control panels laid upon a long countertop, was a window. It stretched across the 
entire back wall, and behind the glass panes, was a planet. 


Holy fuck. 


He was thoroughly and effectively captivated by the sight. Despite his nerves, and to be 
honest— downright horror, this was beautiful. It was beautiful, and so obviously and 
glaringly not Earth. Fuck. He could cry right now. If his gut hadn't already dropped far 
enough, he realized this meant he had not only been out for a few moments. Fuck. 


The sight was predominantly blue, though there were speckles of white and red in places. He 
couldn't make heads or tails of it. Was that water? Everything was foreign to him right now. 
Any rule he'd learnt on Earth wasn't law here. He couldn't be certain of anything and that 
scared him, yet he also felt traitorous excitement bubbling up in him. Aliens were real. He 
was abducted by aliens. He was seeing a whole ass other planet right now. Though the 
childish giddiness he felt was massively overrun by fear, it was still there, under many, many 
layers of worry. 


His attention was broken away from the awe inducing sight beyond the windows and 
snatched by the figure that stood directly in the center of his vision, more obvious now that 
he was more focused. Typing away at the panels in front of it was the tiny bug alien from 
before. Peering his eyes at it, he felt a good portion—not a lot—of his worry slowly ebb 
away. That thing was tiny. He could definitely take the bastard in a fight. 


It gave no indication that it had noticed his presence, though a paranoid part of him feared it 
was toying with him. Probably not though. It continued to clack away at whatever was in 
front of it, and he took the chance to get a good look at the inhuman creature. He couldn't see 
its face, but its backside was undeniably bug-like. It looked like it had an exoskeleton, or 
something that resembled it. It also...looked as if it had fuzz in some places. Eugh. He 
supposes it's sort of rude to be so disturbed by someone's appearance, but give him a break. 


He still can't wrap his head around the fact that aliens are real, and they're just as ridiculous 
looking as some humans had imagined. It wasn't hard for at least one person to be right on 
the mark with aliens; humans had endless ideas with their imagination. It was just so surreal 
to be looking at something like this with his own eyes, something not CGI. 


His gaze flickered from the diligent alien to the view outside once again, trying to gauge his 
situation that had updated rapidly with every new bit of information he was receiving. Were 
they...getting closer to the planet? Oh shit, were they landing? This settled a bit of anxiety he 
had in his stomach while simultaneously brewing new worries. On one hand, he'd be on land, 
on the other, the land was decidedly extremely foreign. Traveling to different countries was 
nerve-wracking enough, hell, moving foster homes even more so, but planets? God, he was 
so fucked. 


How long had he been unconscious? His sense of time was skewed by his new discovery, and 
so was literally everything else. 


And as if the universe had been spying on his thoughts, his suspicions were answered with 
confirmations. He'd only looked away for a second and they were already so much closer to 
the planet; the once vague shapes gaining more detail to them. He didn't dare move an inch 
closer to try and see where they were going, very aware of the alien still manning the ship 
right in front of him. 


Now that he felt less like he'd just been thrown into a dance circle at a party he didn't even 
want to be at, he had time to properly think. Once they did land, how was he even gonna get 
off? Could he break out the window like a rabid animal? He doubted the windows built to 
withstand space travel could be shattered with a single punch from a scrawny teenager, 
unfortunately. He was on a time limit. There were so many factors and he was so stressed. 


There was the alien in front of him— mind you, he could definitely take it —there was the 
alien he'd pummeled in the face who may or may not have bled out, (he hoped not. He didn't 
want to be a murderer.) There was the fact he didn't know how to get out, there was the fact 
that if the shark alien from before wasn't dead it'd be waking up eventually, and that could be 
at any moment— fuck. Every new hypothetical he entertained only served to further stress 
him out. He was going to have permanent stress lines in his face by the end of this, if he even 
made it out alive. 


He hoped for his sake, the only aliens on this ship were bug-man and shark-man. He might 
cry, otherwise. Man, he's been thinking about crying a lot in the past few minutes, which 
might be his new record. He thinks it's rather justified however, he has just been abducted. 


He can't stand here forever. He can't stand here forever. He can't. Dutifully resisting the urge 
to groan, he tears his fingers away from the doorway and creeps quietly past the it. 


That had to be the most stressful moment of his life, he thinks, passing the doorway. It was 
reminiscent of when he'd sneak around foster homes when he was younger—when he was 
more scared. Over the years he'd gotten less jumpy, more daring. This was an unwelcome trip 
back down memory lane, sending him all the way back to how he felt back then — 
vulnerable. 


Successfully breaching the distance, he allowed himself to breathe. Not too much, lest he 
alert his adversaries with his fleshly need for air. 


As he furthered his journey down the hallway — all the while sending a few paranoid glances 
over his shoulder — he felt, what he knew now to be a ship, rumble. It was subtle, but just 
enough that it couldn't be easily ignored. Were they landing? As it began to rumble, the 
sounds of engines grew more apparent, fading gradually into existence like waves to a 

beach. 


Funnily enough, with the company of sound, he grew less apprehensive walking around in 
the foreign territory. When it had just been him and the quiet taps of his ratty sneakers against 
the metal floor, his heart had been beating out of his ears, but now he felt determination 
return. He'd always abhorred the quiet, even though, with the arguments growing more 
frequent, he'd began to seek it out. 


His mouse-like steps across the grim hallways turned into something more like speed 
walking, the engines only growing louder and louder. Simultaneously, the rumbling that 
accompanied it grew to match it. 


Eventually, and very suddenly, everything came to a halting stop. The rumbling ceased 
entirely, while the engines faded more measuredly. The entire ship shook once—it was brief, 
like going over a speed bump, and he thinks it was signaling a landing. Where? Fuck if he 
knows. He needed to get out of this ship soon, but he was feeling in the dark blind with his 
hunt. 


Rounding a corner, he was faced with a large door. Door? Gate. He wasn't sure. It didn't look 
like a gate to the outside, and the words printed into the metal were indecipherable. There 
weren't any handles, and it didn't seem to be motion detected. He weighed his options in his 


head; he could turn back, but what if this was the right way? What if he got caught when he 
turned back? He was beginning to panic. This was a dead end. 


Swiveling in place, he raised his hands to grip at his head, a frustrated noise escaping him 
involuntarily. He frantically whipped his head around to try and look for something to be of 
use, eyes darting upwards briefly only to continue his search downwards for something. That 
was when he paused. Doing a double take, his gaze directed back upwards. If that was what 
he thought it was, it could be his way out. 


There could've been a thousand more safer solutions but they'd require patience and 
calm, neither of which were any qualities Tommy possessed at the moment. 


Sprinklers. Or what looked to be sprinklers on the high ceiling. If there were sprinklers that 
meant there was fire safety on this stupid fucking spaceship. If he were being honest with 
himself, he was reaching so fucking far right now, but it's all he had. If he forced himself to 
think rationally he'd have nothing left. 


Focusing back on the task at hand, he began to trace the walls back from where he came for 
any semblance of a fire alarm. He hadn't been looking before, but surely, surely there had to 
be something somewhere . His eyes searched fervently, movements quick paced yet no longer 
panicked. Running his hand along the wall, he came to an abrupt stop as his eye caught what 
he'd been looking for. 


Holy shit. This definitely had to be some horrifically realistic dream because no way was he 
that lucky. He wasn't. He couldn't get his hopes up. He couldn't . Scrambling to the lever 
protected behind a class case, he took a deep breath. This was either a fire alarm or literally 
anything else, because at this point anything was possible. 


Holding his breath with puffed out cheeks, he flipped the case off the lever and gripped the 
handle, pushing it down in one swift (no, he did not struggle.) swoop. 


Immediately, red dominated the scene. 


Sirens. 


He was right! He was — right? Whatever— whatever! He turned straight on his heel and 
booked it to the gate from before, throwing every semblance of caution out the window as he 
mentally crossed his fingers, rounding the corner once again. The blaring of the sirens and 
flashing red lights was seriously about to give him a headache, but all his ails could've been 
cured right then and there as lo’ and behold, the gate was open. And beyond the gate was 
what he hoped and prayed was a hanger of some sort. It wasn't big, but it was bigger than the 
hallways he'd been wandering, and it was starkly empty. 


He wasted no time sprinting past the threshold and skidding to a stop in the middle of the 
room, eyes darting towards what he assumed was the hanger door. He was basing a lot of his 
survival on assumptions tonight, wasn't he? He searched the surrounding area for any sort of 
lever or button he could press to try and open it, but came up empty. He couldn't help the 
dread that rose, was this where his luck ran out? 


Just as he felt the bubbling urge to scream into his hands, his eyes caught the sight of a 
control panel to the left of him. It was smaller than the one he'd seen the bug-man manning, 
but just as complicated and confusing. Terrible for him, but what else did he have? 


He scrambled over towards the buttons and whatever-the-fuck, muttering a mantra of “what 
the hell” ’s under his breath—completely inaudible under the sirens—as he hovered a hand 
over the foreign text. He felt relief trickle into him as some of the buttons had symbols. 
Thank God for pictures, the universal language, it appeared. 


One that had a symbol vaguely resembling doors opening was covered by a clear case, just as 
the alarm had been. Would this cause him to explode? He literally did not care. Not even 
hesitating for a second, he flipped open the cover and crashed his fist onto the button. 


To add to his ever growing list of ‘things that should not have worked’ , the hanger doors 
began to slowly yet surely, open. The sound of the gate slowly churning open was drowned 
out by the migraine inducing sirens, but the sharp, telltale bark of an angry yell pierced 
through the blaring noise. 


A startled gasp escaped from Tommy as he whipped his head around to stare down the 
source, zeroing in right on the bug alien from before, who, if he was reading its mandibles 
right, looked quite upset. If this mother fucker stopped him right when he was on the cusp of 


escape, he was literally gonna lose his shit. He would not be letting some bug asshole two 
feet smaller than him hold him captive, because frankly, that would be humiliating. 


With this set in his mind resolutely, his alarmed faded and instead set into a determined glare. 
He took a few running steps back, holding up a harsh middle finger directed at the bug—who 
no doubt had no goddamn clue what it meant—and didn't even wait for the hanger doors to 
open completely before sprinting up to vault over the ledge, all his strength fueled by 
adrenaline. No doubt, if he weren't as hyped up on his body's natural drug as he was, he 
would not have been able to do that as smoothly as he did. 


And with that, he was free. For now. 


God, fucking, damnit. Where the fuck was he. 


Chapter End Notes 


give me kudos im only doing this for the fame and also out of spite (im violently 
hyperfixated on space and alien concepts with cultural differences) 


a rat in new york city 


Chapter Summary 


Tommy finally is introduced to the world he's been thrust into. He also starts to slowly 
become more and more sewer rat-like 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Snow. 


Left, right, up (?) down. That's all he saw, miles in all directions. Thank fuck for past Tommy, 
layering saves the day, yet again. 


As soon as he crossed the threshold, he was immediately assaulted with a wave of cold air. It 
nipped at the exposed skin on his face unpleasantly, but he couldn't find it in himself to give a 
shit. His shoes crunched on the snow below him, already dampening as he ran for his life. All 
things considered, he still wasn't looking forward to having soggy shoes. 


He could barely even worry about the alien snow as he was putting most of his focus into 
hightailing it the fuck out of there. He was barely registering his surroundings, only doing so 
to look out for any obstacles in his way. He decided to overcompensate the amount of 
running he needed to do to lose the bug alien, if said bug alien decided to try and follow him 
— just in case. 


Finally slowing down, his stop almost abrupt, he gasped out a heaving breath. Shit, he was 
not in shape. His lungs were burning as he leaned down to rest his palms on his knees. 


He felt the oncoming symptoms of heartburn begin deep in his chest as he gingerly looked 
up, swiveling his gaze around him as he surveyed the area he'd landed himself in. 


Snow, fuck. Not the ideal environment for him. He didn't have a preference towards the 
weather, not really, but he could say for sure he didn't enjoy either of the extreme of heat or 
cold. His gaze flitted downwards, eyeing his footsteps that broke through the first few layers 
of snow. Peeking through was a little bit of red, which didn't click in his min at first. His first 
thought was blood, but as he looked closer it looked more like...grass. against his better 
judgment, he kneeled down and extended an arm out to touch the alien-looking grass 
experimentally. Poking it, he found he, decidedly, did not die, which was relieving. 


Distantly praying the grass wasn't poison, he went a step further and rubbed a loose blade 
between two fingers. Not exactly the familiar grass texture he was used to. It felt more... 
smooth. like seagrass, but on land. 


The snow had been a familiar sight, but the more he registered his surroundings, the less 
familiar it became. Alien. Really the only word he could think of for what he was seeing. 
While this was partly, really fucking cool, this was also terrible for him. He's on a whole 
‘nother planet, which could've been fine if he were a mere tourist, but he was closer to an 
invader if anything. Oh god, what if he hadn't been able to breathe the air?—well obviously, 
he could , evidently, seeing as he was still heaving out ragged breaths caused by his very 
frantic excursion—but what if that hadn't been the case? 


Thankfully, it was the case. Shit. He didn't have time to think about what-ifs, but he did feel a 
little bit permitted to freak out, however irrational it might be, just a little. He was so tired of 
constantly being alert, but he couldn't stop now. Foreign land, foreign flora, foreign fauna. He 
couldn't possibly know when and if he'd be safe, and wasn't that just a terrible thought. 


He was sixteen! Junior in highschool, infamously unathletic, relatively uninteresting life. He's 
never touched a sport in his life, and now he's beating up tall shark aliens and running from 
bipedal bugs. When watching thriller movies, a subconscious part of him always 
acknowledged he wouldn't be able to outrun all the monsters, zombies and whatnot the world 
threw at the protagonists—the conscious part of him saying “ fuck you, Tommyinnit doesn't 
die,” —but he never thought he'd actually have to experience it. Truthfully, he was not built 
for this life or death situation. 


In the midst of his miniature freak-out session, his eye caught something in the distance, 
something that stood out against the otherwise rather uninteresting horizon. He couldn't make 
out many details, as it was quite far away, but that was either a really oddly shaped mountain, 
or that was man-made. Alien-made. Fuck. 


It looked like a building, a really fucking big one at that. It wasn't just one large blob of a 
building though, there looked to be tinier buildings off to the side. Perhaps a city, or 
something similarly adjacent? 


Tilting his head on its axis, he squints his eyes. The biggest building sort of resembled a 
stadium. Perhaps a football stadium—but he hadn't seen any other stadiums, really. Letting 
his shoulders slump in resignation, he takes a step forward. Then another, and another, and 
soon enough he's making his way straight for the mystery stadium before he can stop himself. 


Honestly, walking straight towards the mystery stadium that is bound to have more aliens 
isn't his ideal situation, but staying out in the freezing tundra with a regrettable number of 
zero survival skills is worse, he thinks. Really, all options at the moment are not ideal, but he 
doesn't have any other choice unless he decides to curl up in a little ball and die on the spot. 
The idea is appealing, but as much as it is, he quite rather likes life. 


As he trudges his way towards the building on the horizon, he allowed his thoughts to 
wander. It's an effective distraction from the imminent danger he's willingly walking himself 
into. His impending doom is something he'll think about when he's there. He'd deduced what 
the white and red specks were on this planet; snow and red grass — but the blue that 
predominantly covered it were lost on him. He had yet to see any blue yet, but he wanted to 
assume it was water. A more elementary side of his brain reasoned alien water shouldn't be 
blue, because alien is supposed to mean different, but at his more matured aged he knew 
better. As he looked upwards, the sky also appeared rather bluish, though it leaned more 
towards an icy white. 


If he didn't know any better, he could've assumed he was on Earth— if it weren't for the red 
grass, and the aliens. 


Now, he was grateful for the layers he had on, but despite having them, they weren't putting 
up much of a fight against the cold. He was more sure now that his best bet was the mystery 
stadium— Unless he wanted to freeze his ass off. His feet were already beginning to hurt 
from the biting cold. Soggy shoes were the bane of his existence, and possibly the worst thing 
that could be happening to him at the moment. 


He also was grateful that he hadn't had the time to trim his hair before his sudden abduction, 
as his head full of fluffy hair was keeping him warm. His neck still felt the icy chill of the 
cold, but it was better than what he would've felt if he had a clean cut. 


After what he estimated was at least forty minutes of walking, the stadium was closer than 
ever before. The details that were obscured by the distance before were now clear. The entire 
building was oval shaped, and it didn't appear to have any openings on the sides save for 
some window looking things. There were a few tinier buildings that sprouted out the sides, 
but they were heavily overshadowed by the imposing hunk of gray and burnt red. How were 
you supposed to get in? 


With his goal now right in front of him, he decided to pick up the pace—Maybe even because 
a few flecks of snow began to drift down from the sky. Gently and apprehensively reaching 
out a hand, he let his palm rest on the giant wall. It made him feel small. He was used to 
feeling big. Not a fun feeling in his opinion. He didn't like to be dwarfed. 


Standing right in front of it, he couldn't even see where the wall ended—though that also 
could've been because it curved outwards just a smidge. Narrowing his eyes, he scanned the 
wall for any sort of door or opening he could enter, but found nothing. Nothing, until he saw 
a small grate covering tucked near the base of the wall. 


Scrambling over towards it, he knelt down so he was level with it. It wasn't small , but 
compared to the rest of the building it definitely appeared that way. It was perfectly scrawny 
teen sized, which meant it was perfectly Tommy sized. 


And to add to his ever growing list of ‘things that should not have worked’ , the vent flap 
wasn't screwed down at the bottom and it swung right open when he pulled at it. What the 
fuck? Either the architects of this giant dome weren't anticipating uninvited guests, or they 
simply did not give a fuck. 


As he stared into the narrow passageway, he found himself feeling apprehensive. Fuck, this 
was small. He wasn't the biggest fan of tiny spaces, and this was basically a claustrophobes’ 
nightmare. If anything went wrong while he was in there, he doesn't think he'd be able to 
endure any small space ever again. 


“Welp,” He sighed breathlessly, rolling his shoulders. His brows furrowed as he leaned down 
further to climb into the vent. Snow bled through his khaki cargo pants, an article of clothing 
he was beginning to regret wearing without layers underneath as the texture chafed against 
his skin uncomfortably. On his elbows, he began to army crawl his way through the vents. 


This sucked. Everything about this sucked. He didn't know how the vent system worked in 
this place but he hoped it wasn't too complicated. He actually wasn't sure what the purpose of 
vents were. 


This brought him to his next plight, he didn't have his phone. He wasn't reliant on it, but a 
foster parent two houses ago insisted on him having one and had been kind enough to let him 
keep it, even when they'd said their goodbyes, and it proved to be quite useful. Without his 
phone, he didn't have access to Google, or Google maps—hell all he had was his knowledge 
in his own mind. He frowned. It wasn't like he'd be able to look anything up anyway, even if 
he had his phone. He doubted there was human internet on an alien planet. He was grateful he 
was endlessly curious, as anytime he was even remotely curious about something he 
immediately went to Google it. It left htm with a bunch of random knowledge that was left to 
the back burner of his mind as he hadn't needed it. 


He'd been crawling in the vents for a few minutes at this point, no end in sight, when he saw 
the first change in scenery besides boring gray metal he'd seen in a bit. A grate fixed on the 
floor of the vent, light shining through the small metal bars. That...was odd. Hadn't he 
entered a vent on the ground? Why was he suddenly in a ceiling? After a moments hesitation, 
he decided not to further question the infrastructure of the building and slowly crawled 
forward. 


Trying to make as little noise as possible, he peeked down through the grate hesitantly, 
anxiety biting at him. Anxiety was replaced by curiosity as he peered through the tiny bars. It 
was hard to see much, but he could make out the vague shape of shelves and various items 
neatly arranged on them. It was rather colorful, which comforted him to a certain extent. 
After more observation, he was suspecting this was some kind of store. It really looked like 
one of those tacky gift shops his foster mother occasionally took him to. Even though she 
was solely there to gossip with the owner, he enjoyed looking around the items—even if they 
never bought anything. 


It was either a store, or some kind of storage. Both were plausible. He froze suddenly as the 
telltale sound of chattering met his ears. It was in a language he couldn’t understand, but 
some part of him could just te// it was speaking. Most languages, no matter how different, 
could always be recognized as words. Apparently this also applied to alien languages. 


Okay, okay. More aliens. That’: fine. 


Would aliens care that he was a human? Did aliens even know humans existed? Well 
obviously some did. He thought bitterly back to his captors. Humans had always entertained 
the thought of life beyond the stars, but they hadn’t had any definitive proof yet. Did all 
aliens know about humans? Or had the aliens that had snatched him just gotten lucky? Fuck, 
he didn’t know anything. Thoughts raced through his head at lightspeed, not slowing down 
for even a second. 


Was he the first human to be captured? Had there been more? What if he was the only one? 
He didn’t know what was worse. If he wasn’t the only one, that’d mean either their world 
leaders had just been hiding this from them, or they just hadn’t noticed. If he was the only 
one, that meant he was alone. 


God. There was nothing good about this situation. To think, just yesterday—yesterday?— 
he’d been making plans to hang out with Freddie, and now he was on a goddamn alien 
planet. He’s really hung up on the alien thing, but he thinks he deserves to be at least a /ittle 
exasperated. Okay, okay. He’s okay. Well he’s not, but for now he is. Probably not the best 
course of action to have a panic attack in a vent right above the aliens he’s trying not to get 
caught by. 


Now for his next decision; does he keep going or does he try and get down into the room 
below? He might genuinely cry if he had to continue his journey in this vent any longer— 
he’s extremely paranoid that a giant plume of flames is gonna be sent down the industrial 
vent shaft and right into his face. He’s not sure where this fear stemmed from, but it makes 
sense in his head and he is so irrationally terrified of it. But, eyeing the screws that secured 
the grate into the vent, his next problem arose. He didn t have a screwdriver. How was he 
supposed to get the screws out? He’d been lucky that the screws on the vent grate outside had 
been conveniently missing, but these bad boys were stuck firmly into the metal. 


He furrowed his brows in thought, having half the mind to just give up and die. That was, 
until he reached out a hand to fiddle with the screws experimentally, adjusting himself on his 
elbows. Gripping the bolts between two fingers, he attempted to twist, and they gave. Holy 
shit. He could be the screwdriver. 


He didn’t dare continue further, but with the new knowledge that he could unscrew the bolts 
himself he felt more confident. He still heard the familiar chattering of speech, but he 
couldn’t see any movement from below. With his determination returning, he decided he’d 
wait it out. Shops closed eventually, right? He desperately hoped this wasn’t one of those 
twenty-four seven stores. 


Seconds ticked by, then minutes, and soon enough his eyes were beginning to grow heavy. 
He refused to fall asleep in this dingy, claustrophobic vent, especially so close to danger, but 
staying in one place for so long pulled on his muscles. He’d had a very eventful past few 
hours, and it was starting to catch up to him. He blinked his eyes rapidly, squinting to try and 
strain his eyes awake. Once he found somewhere safe, then he could rest. In a vent above 
certain doom was not safe. 


Just as he had thought this, his prayers were answered. The light that was trickling through 
the tiny grate bars flicked off, leaving only a dim yellow glow that emitted from somewhere 
else in the room. He could hear shuffling from below, and for the first time since he’d arrived 
at the vent, he saw movement. A figure made its way across his vision, carrying a box of 
some sorts. The metal obscured his vision just a bit but his mind could fill in the blanks well 
enough. He heard the creaking of something opening, then a slam. Fuck. Holy fuck. Was this 
his chance? He felt nerves sparking up in his gut, suddenly feeling a hundred times more 
awake. He waited for a few moments, and when he didn’t hear any more noise from below, 
he sprung into action. 


Still trying to keep his movement to a minimum to reduce noise, he shuffled his arm to the 
forefront, pinching the bolt screws in-between his fingers. Only a little bit of struggling was 
needed as he quickly unscrewed the bolts that held the grate in place. He swiftly made his 
way through all four screws, pocketing each screw as he didn’t trust them not to roll around 
noisily and blow his cover. He was already being pretty noisy, but the extra sound of metal 
against metal would’ve made him nervous. 


Gingerly hooking his fingers in the bars of the grate, he lifted the now loose cover up and off 
the opening, cautiously coaxing it further down the shaft in front of him. Okay. Cool. 


Leaning forward to peer down at the ground below, he could feel nerves now in every part of 
his body. Fuck, this was kinda high up. He took in a deep breath, biting his bottom lip as he 
did his best to fight off the irrational fear with facts and logic. 


He wouldn’t die if he fell from this height. It wasn’t even that high. If he was on the ground 
below he could probably almost reach the vent with outstretched arms if he stood on his tippy 
toes. He just...had to adjust himself and gently lower himself down. Yeah. 


Okay, any second now. 


Any second now. 


He’s gonna do it. 


Fuck, he really has to do this. Pushing down his fear violently, he moved into action. 
Shuffling forward a bit, he reached over the square opening and rested both his arms on the 
other side. He slowly and painstakingly rearranged his legs so they were bent, his knees 
dipping into freedom while his feet pushed against the edge of the opening. He was in 
optimal position to lower himself at this point, now all he had to do was allow his legs to 
swing down. Swallowing his nerves, he swung his legs down into the open air below, only his 
upper half holding him up now. 


A tiny squeak escaped him as he did so, (if anyone witnessed this he would’ve denied it 
vehemently.) but other than that he was almost home free. He craned his neck to try and see 
down below him, but his body obscured most of the view. With one last prayer to god, he 
shuffled his arms off the ledge they were holding on to, allowing himself to drop down onto 
the ground. 


He landed with a small clack as his sneakers met the ground. He was still for a moment, 
regaining his balance as he swiveled around himself for any witnesses. No one. 


He did it. Okay. Cool. Cool, cool, cool. 


What now? What now?! He didn’t dare stand up to full mast as he surveyed his surroundings 
nervously. Trying to make himself as small as possible, he crept around the shelves that he 
could now view fully without the grate in his way. He fought the urge to pause and admire all 
the items that littered the area. He really wanted to sight see, this was alien shit!—but he 
wouldn’t. Not now, at least. He avidly avoided any windows that might expose him to the 
outside world, feeling very much like a rat in a prissy restaurant. 


Crouched down to the ground, he eyes the area he’d found himself in. He couldn’t stay here 
for long, but maybe he could find something useful in this place while he was here. He 
couldn’t make heads or tails of half the things that took up the shelves, but they were cool 
looking. Maybe he could find a weapon? 


Gaze redirecting towards the walls, he allowed his head to tilt almost involuntarily as he took 
in the sight. What looked like to be posters of some sort covered the walls. They ranged from 
odd diagrams to aliens with colorful words surrounding them. He hadn’t even thought about 
aliens having their own pop culture. While this was undeniably really fucking cool, he had to 
focus back on the task at hand. 


Standing up further, he began to sort through the various items for something of use. He took 
a mental note of some puzzle box looking thing that vaguely resembled a rubix cube before 
his eyes landed on a sharp looking stick that looked to be inlaid with gems at the base. It sort 
of resembled a chopstick, but it was sharper at the end. This would do. 


Snatching up the item, he decided he’d be using this as a makeshift weapon if he needed to. 
Don't get him wrong, his fists alone were great, but he felt much more reassured with an 
actual weapon on hand. 


Things were looking up. He finally felt like he had a moment to breathe. 


He’d always felt safer in dimly lit areas—bright lights leaving him feeling exposed. God, if 
he hadn’t felt like a rat before he definitely did now. Maybe even a cockroach. 


He was calm for a moment, thinking of his next plans to go forward before a thought 
occurred to him; were there cameras in here? Immediately, he whipped his hood over his 
head, pulling it half over his eyes to obscure some of his appearance. A bit ate for that now, 
but whatever. His teenage dirtbag skills were not aiding him right now, he was fumbling so 
hard. 


Whatever— whatever! He had to get out of here. Someone would come across him 
eventually if he lingered, and he did not want that. Peaking out from behind a shelf, his 
earlier suspicions were confirmed as he spotted windows that led to the outside. There didn’t 


appear to be any of the daylight he’d seen before, which was puzzling. Had it become dark 
already? He had been in that vent awhile. Creeping towards the window to peer out, he noted 
that lamp-like objects lined the street outside. They emitted a golden glow, and being bathed 
under the comforting glow of the lamps were people. Aliens. They were bustling past each 
other, some in groups, some in pairs, some alone. The diversity in aliens here was enthralling. 
Color him thoroughly amazed. 


He spotted a few aliens that resembled the shark alien he’d seen—though they varied in 
appearance—but no bug aliens just yet. The second thing he noticed about these aliens were 
that a good majority of them were huge. And if not bulky, they were lanky. He was not a big 
fan of this growing trend of aliens being taller than him. Some appeared to be around his 
height or shorter, but what the fuck. He was thankful that they all seemed too busy to notice 
his eyes peeking out of the dark window, but he was equally as terrified as he was thankful 
about the prospect of going out there with them. 


He reasoned that the crowd would allow him to blend in with his hood, but his clothes sort of 
stood out against the attire that a majority of the aliens wore. A good portion of them wore 
cloaks, and another good bit of them wore nothing at all. He supposes public indecency here 
is less common with some species... 


If he just kept his head down, he could make it somewhere safe. He mulled over this thought 
for a little before burying his face in his palms, fighting the urge to groan. He was riding on 
mere chances right now. His luck would run out eventually. 


Forcing out a deep breath, he crept over towards what he assumed was the door and stood up 
from his crouched position. This was it. God, every decision he made felt like the biggest 
decision ever. Squeezing his eyes shut, he swung open the door that apparently wasn’t locked 
—at least not from the inside. He distantly noted that alien architecture was sort of similar to 
human architecture, but he supposes that makes sense as there’s only so many options 
someone can choose from when building something. 


No cold breeze met his face when he exited, just a few disgruntled looks from taller aliens 
that had swerved out of the way when he had swung open the door. They were all short lived 
as apparently every alien out here was moving with a mission in mind. 


His mind focused back on the jarring absence of cold, shutting the door behind him as he did 
so. Looking upwards, he found the cause. That was a ceiling. Was this place underground? 
He didn’t stop moving as he wondered, shoving his hands into his pockets as he fell into the 
stream of aliens smoothly. He didn’t know where he’d go, but he no longer felt stuck. 


And he had a weapon. 
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Chapter Summary 


Phil is having a relaxing day until suddenly he's not 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Phil had always made it a point to thoroughly enjoy his calmer days. 


He always did his best to make the most of them, as ever since he’d taken up his job under 
the Galactic council—hell, ever since he’d taken in Wilbur and Techno—his life had gone 
from tranquil to chaotic in a flash. 


It had only grown even more chaotic now with Ranboo and Tubbo thrown into the mix— 
though his exasperation with the two fledglings’ antics was more or less always fond. 


This brings him to the present day. It’s one of his calmer days, visiting the Asphia Trade 
Center. Even with how crowded and bustling the Trade Center was, it was rarely ever 
stressful, (If you didn’t count Ranboo and Tubbo immediately dispersing into the sea of 
people to go sightsee everytime they came.) Shopping was always something Phil enjoyed. 
He would always be enthralled with the amount of shiny wares he’d see decorating the stands 
of various sellers, eyes practically sparkling at every turn. There was always something new 
each time they visited—the trade center rotated out sellers almost every cycle. 


Despite the constant flow of traders, there were permanent establishments in the Trade Center 
as well, Niki’s bakery being among them. Speaking of Niki, he’d have to go and say hello 
sometime before they departed. 


The permanent establishments in the Trade Center were well loved among the general public, 
and even with the absence of official security in the Trade Center, the permanent 
establishments were never lacking in protection. They often hired their own security, as did 


most traders who littered the Trade Center, but regulars would often offer their own 
protection—even if it went unsaid. 


Ranboo and Tubbo had already ran off—presumably to go see Niki—and that just left Phil 
and his sons, Wilbur and Techno. At the moment, the two were bickering over something 
unintelligible from his distance behind the pair, trailing the two through the crowds of people 
with his wings tucked firmly behind his back. The edges of his mouth ticking downwards in a 
subtle frown, he pushed his way to the front to walk beside Techno. It wasn’t hard to do so as 
the trio made quite the intimidating sight, causing most bystanders to wade away from them 
without a second thought—though most across the galaxy knew of who they were and who 
they represented, earning them respect amongst a certain crowd. 


“What’re you two squabbling over now?” He spoke with a bemused tip of his head, gaze 
flitting from Techno to Wilbur respectively. 


“It’s not a squabble, Phil—Wilbur over here wants to visit Las Nevadas.” Techno griped with 
an uncharacteristic scowl on his face that he was only ever seen wearing around his brother. 
Phil apparently made a face at this because Wilbur was immediately spluttering to defend 
himself; 


“It’s not a crime to want to visit my son. ” He argued with vigor, clawed hands animatedly 
accompanying his words. 


“No ...but—” Phil was immediately cut off by a scoff from Techno. 


“We both know that’s not the real reason you want to go to Las Nevadas.” The piglin spoke 
with a monotone callousness. 


“Are you implying I don’t want to see my son?” Wilbur crossed his arms indignantly. 


“Maybe, | am—” 


“Boys!” Phil hissed out, tone hushed as he extended his arms instinctively as if to placate the 
two. 


The two brothers’ mouths clicked shut almost immediately, looking almost sheepish as they 
directed their attention to their father. It was oddly reminiscent of when they were younger, 
being scolded over the trouble they’d cause together. To any bystander, the sight would've 
bordered on comedic; two towering figures being chastised by a much smaller elytrian. 


Phil sighed, wings bristling as he set the two with an unimpressed look. “You both know how 
to talk it out like adults, quit acting like fledglings. Atleast not in public, we have a reputation 
to uphold, y’ know?” His tone shifted into a more lighthearted one at the end, coaxing out 
small amused smiles from his sons. 


They both let monotonous ‘sorry Phil’s slip out simultaneously, though he could tell they 
both meant it to at least a certain extent. 


The elytrian found his mild exasperation from before quickly fading into fondness as he 
studied his sons. Leveling Wilbur with a sympathetic look, his posture relaxed. 


“Wil, you know visiting Las Nevadas isn't a good idea right now with our current standing 
with Quackity.” Phil reasoned. While Quackity and Phil never had any qualms with each 
other, Wilbur and Techno hadn't been on the best terms with the changeling as of late. 


“T know—it's just—” He didn't even manage to finish his thought, shoulders slumping in 
visible defeat. Techno sported a rather neutral expression, but Phil knew his son well enough 
to decipher the look of triumph in his eyes. 


His son's could be so childish at times with their arguments. 


Before he could continue, he felt his communicator buzz in his bag. A curious trill escaping 
him, he uttered a short ‘one tick’ to his sons before shucking the bag off his shoulder and 
rifling through the contents briefly before finding his communicator. 


Flicking the device open, he found a message from the Head of the Galactic council; Eret. 


Brow furrowing, his gaze flitted up to meet the confused stares of his sons. 


“Tt's Eret.” He answered the question neither of them had voiced. 


They both shared a look before directing their attention back on Phil; 


“What's it uh, what's it about?” All of them knew Eret himself rarely ever contacted them for 
a casual conversation. This was either serious, or Eret was just feeling friendly today. The 
latter was statistically improbable. 


“Tt uh,” He opened the message, pupils flitting over the words on the screen briefly before he 
looked back upwards, “It says ‘call me immediately’ .” He read aloud, wincing as he did. 


Wilbur sucked in a breath, fins frilling outward in an obvious sign of anxiety. Techno 
remained relatively impassive, but even he seemed to be a little on edge from the urgency of 
the message. They were either in trouble, or there was trouble only they could deal with. 


“I'm gonna go take this,” He shot the two a nervous smile, wings fluffing up behind him as he 
located the nearest alley to take refuge. The two bid him variations of farewell’s he only 
caught the first parts of before he promptly dipped into the alleyway. 


Reaching two clawed fingers to the side of the communicator, he plucked out the earphones 
that came with it, fumbling for a moment before sticking them around his ear holes— 
uncomfortable. Bringing the communicator up to his face once again, he hit the call button on 
Eret’s contact. He was met with an immediate answer; 


“Philza.” Erets’ greeting was grim. Phil grimaced. 


“Fret,” He returned. 


“Are you somewhere secure?” Phil surveyed the alleyway he'd situated himself in. It was 
empty for the most part, only a few stragglers hanging around the mouth of the alley looking 
outward. 


“Yes. You're— You're unable to be heard, that is.” He tacked on the last part reassuringly. 


“Okay,’”’ Eret blew out a breath on the other side of the line, seeming nervous—which only 
served to make Phil nervous. “J need you to not freak out.” 


What? 


“What? What is it?” He voiced, wings fluffed up further, involuntary nervous clicks escaping 
him. 


I 


“I'm serious.” They paused briefly before continuing, “There's a human loose on Asphia.’ 


What. 


What. The. fuck. 


He feels like no amount of preparation beforehand could've prepared him for the bombshell 
that Eret had dropped on him just then. Was Eret fucking with him? There hadn't been a 
human off planet since he was a fledgling. A part of him—a small part of him—reasoned that 
it's been so long that the second incident was bound to be due soon, but the rest of him was in 
utter denial. 


He'd apparently been silent for long enough that Eret felt the need to continue, “7wo 
poachers admitted to having taken one from Earth, only for it to attack them and flee their 
ship—onto Asphia.”’ 


Anxiety bolted through him like electricity. Thoughts were running through his head a mile a 
minute. “A— A human. Here? ” 


“Where are you right now?”’ 


“The rest of the crew and I are in Asphia Trading Center right now.” His voice felt unsteady 
coming out of his throat. 


“Good. Phil,” They paused, as if making a particularly difficult request, “J need you and 
your crew to find it.” 


“What?!” 


“Phil—” 


“No, no—Eret,” He continued, though he lowered his voice to a hushed hiss. “Eret I have 
fledglings with me. And—And this is a human we're talking about!” His voice rose into an 
alarmed tone. 


“I'm aware—” Eret was promptly cut off again; 


“T'm not doubting my crew's abilities, but you and I both know the destruction a human is 
capable of.” He reasoned, feeling sick at the thought of a human near his crew, his flock. 


“Phil," Erets’ voice was firmer this time, effectively shutting Phil up. “J understand your 
worries. Trust me, I know the dangers.” They began, voice still grim, almost unsure. 


“But—but if you can't do it, I'm not sure who can. You knew what you were signing up for 
when you took this job. You took that oath. So did your crew.” They finished, voice sounding 
more confident by the end. 


Phil wanted to argue that he didn't sign up for humans, but he knew that Eret was right. He 
was silent for a moment, mulling over the information he now had to process. Finding this 
human, capturing it, not only would he be protecting the public, but he'd be protecting his 
family and friends. His thoughts trailed to Niki, to Fundy—call him selfish, but he valued his 
family over anything else. 


Thinking about it more, he supposes he also cared for the community that'd been built in the 
Trade Center. If it were to be destroyed, he doesn't know what he'd do. Of course, he has his 
sons, his family, but he found he'd grown fond of the people that made up the community 
here as well. That's part of why he took up this job, to protect people, protect their 
livelihoods. Shit. 


Eret didn't speak up again in the time Phil had taken to process silently. 


After another tense moment, Phil spoke; 


“ Okay. Okay.” 


The relief that exuded from the sigh on the other side of the screen was almost palpable. 
“Thank you, Phil.” 


“It's my job, Director.” He used the formal title lightheartedly, though he still felt a deep 
anxious pull at his heart. 


“T'll be keeping in contact regularly with you throughout the whole process. You should break 
the news to your crew, get them somewhere safe as well.” The air was lighter, a new 
determination surrounding it. 


“Once you're all together and in your ship, I'll brief you all on the details. We'll plan then.” 


“Shouldn't we be warning the public?” 


“We don't know if the threat is in the Trade Center yet. We don't want to cause mass panic, 
especially since there's no proper security in Asphia to disrupt violence.” Eret reasoned, and 
Phil supposed that made sense. He felt deep unrest at the thought of danger lurking right next 
to them and they had no idea. 


“Don't tell anyone , save for your crew. Do you understand me?” Erets’ voice had returned to 
the commanding and confident tone it usually had, the clear trepidation in his voice having 
dissipated by now. 


“Right.” 


“Tell me you understand.” 


“ Right, right! | understand, Eret." Phil reassured, shoulders slumping as he leaned against the 
alley wall he'd been standing in. 


“Good. Thank you again. I need to go, it's hectic up here.” A bit of laughter slipped into 
Erets’ voice at the end, and Phil could feel a bit of sympathy for the other in that regard. 


“Goodluck, Eret.” 


“To you, as well.” And with that, the line clicked shut from the other end. 


With a deep and long drawn out sigh, Phil kicked away from the wall with a leg, suddenly 
feeling uncomfortable in his own skin. 


Fuck. 


How was he going to break this to the crew? 


Where did he even begin? He already felt exhausted at the thought, considering the idea of 
passing out on the spot. Ender, pull yourself together, Phil. He's been a leader for how many 
orbits now? He's had experience, and he needed to put that experience to use. He was one of 
the best out there and he Anew that. He could feel himself slowly shifting from a worried 
parent to captain, face setting into one of hard determination. 


Swiftly exiting the alleyway, he searched the crowds for his sons, catching them sitting near 
the railings that separated the people from a long drop to the lower levels of the Trade Center. 
Bee-lining towards them with a fervor, he caught their attention easily. 


Wilbur had been resting on a bench, perking up as Phil approached. Techno had been leaning 
on the edge of the railing, only needing to push off to stand fully. 


“So? What was it?” Wilbur spoke for the both of them, standing as he did. 


“Not here,” Phil spoke vaguely, eyeing his surroundings warily. 


Techno sent him a raised brow, crossing his arms. 


“We need to head back to the ship—Techno, go fetch Ranboo and Tubbo, will you?” He 
could defend himself and Wilbur if he needed to, but Ranboo and Tubbo weren't fighters. 
Techno could protect all three of them if he were with them. 


Techno and Wilbur shared a look before the former grunted a confirmation, immediately 
moving into action and pulling out his own communicator. Phil directed his gaze back 
towards his eldest, reaching out to grip at the phantoms’ sleeve and pull him along. 


“Are we leaving Asphia ahead of schedule?” Wilbur questioned as they weaved through the 
crowds and in the direction of the reserved landing areas. 


“No, just heading back to the ship.” He responded, eyes set determinedly in front of him. 


Wilbur didn't question him more than that, opting to just allow himself to be pulled along 
silently. 


They eventually found their way to the landing pads, parking spaces that had to be reserved 
ahead of time and cost a good deal of coin—The SBI crew had lots to spare. Most people had 
to land their ships on the outskirts of the Trading Center if they didn't reserve a space inside 
the landing pads. 


The landing pad entrance was guarded by a key card-only accessible door. Barely even 
struggling to find the key card in his front pocket, he swiftly swiped it across the pad that 
detected its authenticity. Not even a moment later the pad beeped with a telltale red, signaling 
the system had come to its verdict that their key card was legitimate. 


Phil was no longer dragging Wilbur along by his sweater, confident now that his eldest would 
be tailing him. The double doors slid open automatically, a rush of cold air suddenly meeting 
them as the heating system that was scattered around the Trade Center was absent in the 
hangar. It looked as if it were still light-day, but it wouldn't be for long. Phil didn't even have 
time to think about his distaste for the cold before making a haste bee-line towards the 
familiar sight of the SBI. About thirty feet in height and fifteen feet in width, the SBI was a 
perfect size for a crew of their numbers. 


“You're really walking with a purpose, huh,” Wilbur chuckled from behind him, though there 
was a twinge of nervousness in his voice that Phil picked up on easily. 


“Won't lie to you mate, it's pretty serious.” Phil replied in the same uneasy lightheartedness 
Wilbur spoke in. 


He could practically feel the phantoms frown from behind him as he folded his wings to 
lower under his head, shuffling under the large ship. The ships’ key that lay still in his bag 


was connected to a wireless detector in the ships’ bottom entrance, allowing him to not even 
have to lift a finger to unlock his ship. 


The sound of mechanical parts whirring filled the silence briefly before a sound that was 
reminiscent of steam met their ears. A circular platform expelled from the bottom of the ship, 
lowering at a medium pace towards the ground. It stopped just about a foot off the ground, 
requiring you to step up onto the platform in order to board it. Both Wilbur and Phil fit on the 
platform easily, though Wilbur didn't really have to wait for the platform to ascend—he often 
glided up himself first just to childishly rub it in their faces that he “got inside first’ . 


Now however, Wilbur hadn't even seemed to consider doing so. Most likely the nerves. Phil 
wasn't looking forward to having to break the bad news to all of them— especially Ranboo, 
who was chronically nervous. The young fledgling had grown up quite sheltered from 
dangers that lurked in the galaxy, two doting mother's shielding him from the world and 
giving him anything he could've possibly asked for—but this left him with a few issues. 
Anxiety issues. Ever since his mothers had entrusted him to the SBI, he'd been exposed to a 
plethora of new things, and he always seemed to enjoy it, but that didn't mean it wasn't under 
many, many layers of fear. 


He didn't even want to think about the rest of the crew's reactions. Even if Ranboo was the 
most nervous out of all of them, it doesn't mean the others weren't. Techno might appear stoic 
and impassive, but things still got to him. 


As the platform finally finished its ascent, he was met with warmth once again. Not too much 
in the hull of the ship, (Wilbur suffered in higher temperatures.) But enough that his thick 
clothing was enough to keep him warm. He turned to face Wilbur finally, feeling less prickly 
and anxious now that they were in the safety of their ship. His son was fixing him with a 
pointed look, eyebrows raised and arms crossed. 


“So, you gonna tell me what this is all about?” The phantom tried, head cocking slightly. 


“Nope.” Phil responded instantly, popping the ‘yp’. A groan was elicited from Wilbur, 
shoulders slumping in defeat. “Gotta wait for the others, mate.” Phil shrugged. 


“Well? What're we supposed to do while we wait for the others?” 


“Wait.” Phil responded easily, lids lowering on his eyes to accompany his raised brows. 


Stretching out his wings, he whipped out his communicator once again to check if he had any 
messages from Techno. None yet. Face settling into a slight frown, he decided to send a quick 
‘hurry’ to his youngest—or, his middle child? He wasn't quite sure where Ranboo and Tubbo 
stood in their family yet, just that they were family. 


Clicking his communicator shut, he could only hope the three other members of his crew 
made it back safe. 
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Tubbo always enjoyed their visits to Asphia Trade Center. They probably wouldn’t stop at 
Las Nevadas this time around, sadly—He wanted to see Purpled and rub his latest bomb in 
that smug bastards face. He wasn’t too bummed about it though, they got to see Niki. Her 
bakery had started off small, a hope, and now, now it was a well renowned business in the 
trade center. He was happy for the merling. Also pretty happy for the discounted pastries they 
were offered—even if Ranboo always insisted they pay full price. 


Tubbo twirled a utensil between his fingers, occasionally tapping it onto the table he was at in 
some sort of tempo. Compound eyes fixed outside the window, his gaze would occasionally 
trail over towards where Ranboo was leaning on the counter speaking to Niki. His idle 
thrumming was suddenly cut short as a familiar piglin caught his eye right outside the bakery. 
He didn’t even have time to sit up before Techno was swinging the double doors open in one 
easy push, making his presence known. 


Tubbo pushed himself up from where he was lounging mindlessly at a booth, an antennae 
twitching as he noted the mildly tense look on the piglins’ face. “Techno?” 


Both Ranboo and Niki also seemed to have noticed his arrival by now, the endermen 
swiveling around to face Techno while Niki only had to lean around the tall figure to see him. 


“You two,” He grumbled out, a sort of nonchalance in his posture as he settled a large hand 
on Ranboos’ shoulder. “Phil needs us back at the ship.” 


“Ts everything alright?” Niki tipped her head to the side, though not visibly worried, a twinge 
of concern laced her smile. Techno didn’t seem to know how to answer her, eyes flicking 
back and forth between their place on Tubbo and Ranboo respectively. 


“Probably.” The piglin settled on awkwardly. He regained composure quickly enough, jutting 
his head briefly in the direction of the doors as he beckoned Tubbo over. Tubbo stood easily, 
wings buzzing behind him as he did. Techno was already making his way out the door once 
he was sure Tubbo and Ranboo were following, his pace leaving no room for leisure. 


“What’s he need us for, bossman? Are we leaving already?” Tubbo was quick to question, 
craning his head upwards to try and meet the eyes of Techno. Ranboo gave his own 
questioning warble, though it seemed involuntary. 
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“Dunno’” His responses were curt, though everyone on the crew knew it was because he was 
painfully awkward. 


Tubbo shared a look with Ranboo, the two miming their own confusion to each other with 
shrugs and exaggerated shakes of heads. The magian was quick to leap into the air, allowing 
his wings to carry him so he didn’t have to speed walk to keep up with his two much taller 
companions. He buzzed behind the two, Ranboo trailing Techno and Tubbo trailing Ranboo. 
Nikis’ bakery was stationed on one of the closest levels to the top, so they didn’t have to 
travel very far to reach their destination. Soon enough they had made it to the hangar doors, 
Techno pausing for a moment before seemingly remembering they needed a key card to 
enter. 


Pulling out the aforementioned keycard, he swiped it on the pad adjacent to the sliding doors, 
allowing them entry. A blast of freezing air met them as they entered, and Ender, Tubbo 
hated the cold that plagued this planet. His species wasn’t accustomed to the cold, but he 
supposes that was the purpose of the fuzzy jacket he wore. The trio wasted no time heading 
straight for the SBI, though the boarding process was sort of haphazard as both Techno and 
Ranboo took up a good bit of space on the platform that was supposed to raise them up. 


Tubbo hoped they weren’t leaving Asphia just yet—he still had things he wanted to do here. 
Of course they’d come back eventually, but he was just so impatient. When they’d finally 
finished their ascent up into the small hangar bay, they found both Phil and Wilbur waiting 
for them. Wilbur rivaled Tubbo’s impatience it seemed, as he was pacing the room like a 


madman and muttering under his breath before he noticed the three new arrivals. Phil was the 
opposite, casually leaning against the hangar walls and scrolling through his holo-tab. 


A pleased chirp escaped Phil as his eyes caught the three, striding over to them with his 
wings flared out. “How was Niki?” 


Tubbo blinked, momentarily unprepared for the question before a grin replaced his stupor, 
“Niki’s good, business is booming.” He answered, crossing his arms. Phil seemed pleased 
with the answer. 


“Took you three long enough.” Wilbur strolled over behind his father, practically dwarfing 
the small elytrian as he did. Phil sent the Phantoms forearm a lighthearted swat for his words, 
shaking his head fondly. 


“Right, right. Business.” Phil rubbed his hands together. An anxious air seemed to seep into 
the atmosphere, Phils’ nerves polluting the vibe. Fuck. He hoped they weren’t in trouble. He 
hadn’t even set off any bombs in the past few drags! 


“T need to uh, tell you all something.” He could tell Phil’s anxious demeanor was slowly 
shifting into a more professional one, posture straightening and his fidgeting becoming non- 
existent. He left no time for any of them to get in another word, beckoning them to follow as 
he presumably made his way to the general quarters. It was usually where he broke all the 
news to them, especially if it was big news—good or bad. He could hear a quiet ‘watch it be 
someone 3s birthday we forgot’ from Wilbur behind him and he stifled a smile. 


Finally making it to the general quarters, Tubbo immediately went to throw himself onto the 
couch that decorated the center of the room, folding his arms behind his head as he leaned 
back. Ranboo timidly followed, though he was less out-going about it, politely folding his 
hands in his lap as he seated himself besides Tubbo. Ender, what a dork. 


Techno stationed himself behind the couch, arms folded while Wilbur, the prick, decided to 
be fucking quirky and sit on the arm of the couch, folding his legs. Phil moved to stand in 
front of them, back turned to the large screen that they usually had their meetings with Eret 
on. 


“Right, I need you all to not freak out.” He started with, which, honestly, didn’t help with the 
nerves. That line never worked and practically everyone knew that by now, but at this point it 
was just required. Phil seemed to consider his own words for a few beats before 
backtracking, “Okay you can freak out, and you probably will, but uh,” 


Their captain seemed to be having an exceptionally hard time with breaking the news. He 
usually barely had any trouble informing them of anything, especially if it was for his job, but 
this seemed to be stumping him. 


Tubbo and the rest of the crew remained silent as Phil seemed to be searching for the right 
words, hands opening and closing a few times before forming into fists in front of him. With 
a grimace, Phil finally spoke again; 


“ There's a human off planet and it's on Asphia. ” 


The room was silent—Phil was staring at them with an apprehensive wince. Tubbo could feel 
his breath catch in his throat, alarm slowly building up in his body as he registered what Phil 
had just told them. He couldn't even bring himself to speak as he stared at Phil, tearing his 
eyes away to gauge his crewmates reactions. Ranboo looked as pale as a phantom, the color 
draining from his two toned skin. Techno—Techno would look as unbothered as ever to the 
typical observer, but Tubbo knew better. He could see the way the piglins fingers gripped into 
his arms and the way his body became rigid. Before Tubbo could even set his sights on 
Wilbur, the silence was broken by said phantom; 


“What, the, Fuck!” Tubbo could resonate with that. 


Wilbur had jumped to his feet at this point, clawed hands coming up to grip at the fibers that 
made up his hair, the bioluminescent ends of them flaring brighter in obvious distress. 
“What? What?” 


“Let me explain—” 


“Please do!” Wilbur was always good at voicing the group's collective thoughts when the rest 
of them fell short. 


Phil let out a sigh that seemed almost exhausted. Tubbo felt a bit of sympathy for him, he 
can't imagine how he felt finding out on his own before. Ender. He still couldn't fully believe 
what he was hearing. Had Phil gone nuts? He was pretty old. Phil directed his gaze at Techno 
and Wilbur, eyes flitting between the two of them as he opened his mouth again to explain. 


“That was what the call from Eret was about. There's a human on Asphia. We don't know if 
it's in the Trade Center yet, or if it can even get in, but Eret wants us to capture it” The 
captain finished, clasping his hands behind his back with a flutter of his wings. 


This time Tubbo was the one to speak up, “He wants us,” he paused, narrowing his eyes just 
slightly, “to capture it.” 


Phil's gaze flitted away from the two older crewmates and down to where Tubbo and Ranboo 
sat, hard gaze softening, “You two are only fledglings. I—I don't think it's best for you to 
participate on this one.” 


Tubbos’ expression was blank for a moment before it settled into one of obstinance. “I want 
to help.” 


Phil looked as if he were about to protest before Tubbo raised a silencing hand, “No, no I 
want to help.” 


He could feel Ranboo staring holes into his head from where his friend sat next to him, 
despite his gaze being sternly fixed on his captain in front of him. “I know I can be useful 
here, and you know that too. I Anow humans are dangerous. Every nymph ever has been told 
the human horror stories, but—but I'm part of this too.” He finished determinedly, “S’ not 
like I'm a hatchling either.” He tacked on quietly. 


He hated being underestimated and pushed gently to the sidelines as if he were fragile. He 
was painfully aware he was smaller than his crew, smaller than most everyone he knew, and it 
felt so ironic when among his species he was practically a mutant with how much bigger he 
was than average. You'd think being bigger and stronger would be the ideal result for your 
offspring, but no, not for his species. He was too different. Magians valued perfection and 
preciseness, something so jarringly different was shunned. He refused to be babied for 
something his own kind deemed gruff and disgusting. The irony of it would almost be 
hilarious if it didn't make him so bitter. 


Phil though, he knew Phil respected him. Even though he was still a *‘ fledgling’ as he would 
call it, he would never underestimate his skills because of it. He Anew his captain was just 
worried, always the fusser. Evidently, he was right, as when he'd finished his reasoning Phil's 
shoulders slumped in resignation, a smile creeping into his face. 


“T do know. But, ” He continued, the stern tone returning, “I don't want you getting near it. 
Seriously. I don't want you two in the field. Even J was worried about taking the job.” He 
finished, professionalism fading away and being replaced by the usual Phil. 


“T think my moms would kill me if I went up to a human willingly.” Ranboo suddenly butted 
in, surprising a sharp laugh out of Tubbo and effectively lightening the air in the room. 


“T can't believe I'm gonna be seeing a human in my lifetime.” Wilbur breathed out, bringing 
his claws up to cup his own cheeks in his palms. He almost seemed excited, his earlier shock 
and horror having faded just a bit to make room for giddiness. Of course he was excited 
about this. Freak scientist. “All my human research is finally gonna be useful for 
something.” 


At Tubbos’ raised brow, Wilbur conceded with an almost sheepish look, “It's not much, but 
it's everything I could find on them.” 


Techno was still silent, and Tubbo noticed this. Swiveling his torso to face the piglin behind 
them, he studied his face. He looked to be in deep thought, staring ahead blankly before 
noticing Tubbos’ stare and letting out a drawn out sight. “I could beat a human.” His mock 
confidence was both real and served the purpose of humor all in one. 


“T hope we get it on camera when the human sweeps the floor with you.” Tubbo grinned, 
wings buzzing behind to accompany his amusement. 


“Boys,” Phil shook his head fondly, “Stop talking about getting beat up by a human, it's 
serious,” Phil crossed his arms as he chastised them, but the telltale smile on his face was 
evidence enough he wasn't really upset about it. Phil swiveled in place, swiping a remote off 
the table that was tucked under the large screen. “Eret instructed me to call them when I 
explained it to you all, so that's our next course of action.” He informed as he moved, 
presumably swiping through the options to get to Erets’ contact in the system. 


““Wait—so we don't know anything else? Does anyone else know about the human?” Wilbur 
cocked his head to the side, fins frilling in a way that Tubbo had yet to decipher the meaning 
of. 


“No, I think that's what the meeting with Eret is gonna be for. He wanted us all together. And, 
no, from what I know only the higher ups and us know about the human—and uh, and the 
poachers who captured the human off its planet in the first place.” The elytrian answered. 


“Won't the poachers blab to others about it?” 


“Knowing Eret, that's already been dealt with.” Phil chuckled, a few chirps accompanying the 
laugh. Clicking a button on the remote, a call icon suddenly appeared on the screen in front 
of them. Tubbo could hear Techno shuffling behind them, an anxious sort of shuffle. Tubbo 
knew Techno well enough to know he always got nervous on calls— Especially meetings. It 
was pretty anxiety inducing, but Eret wasn't a prick, so he was grateful for that. 


A ringing echoed through the room for a few beats, and inevitably, it stopped—but, Eret 
didn't pick up. He could see Phil furrow his brows briefly before sighing and waiting for a 
few beats before trying again. This time when the ringing ceased, it was because Eret 
responded. The screen flickered for a few moments before the imagery changed, the Council 
leaders’ face appearing on the screen. They sat with a stiffly straight posture they were often 
seen with. Tubbo doesn’t think he’s ever seen the Director relaxed. 


“Philza and company,” They greeted, hands folded in front of themselves as they donned a 
polite smile. It seemed to strain as they continued, “Sorry for the delayed response, it 's—like 
I’ve said, it’s hectic.”’ He almost seemed apologetic. 


“Can’t blame you for it.” Phil reassured, taking a few steps backwards to join the rest of them 
—and probably so his large wingspan wasn’t blocking the screen. 


“T’m assuming Phil had informed you all of the,” They paused, clearing their throat, 
“Situation?” 


A chorus of confirmations rang out amongst the room, causing Eret’s shoulders to sink in 
what almost appeared to be relief. “Good. I’m sure you all know you cant just go out there 
without information or a plan, so that’s what this meeting will be about.” 


It was just as Phil had predicted. Despite himself, Tubbo couldn’t help the excitement that 
bubbled up in him. Maybe he was a little bit of a hypocrite for calling Wilbur a freak 
scientist, this was exciting. He was equal amounts nervous— scared —as he was thrilled. A 
human. An actual human. A small part of him wondered if the poachers who’d captured the 
human were just fucking insane and they’d just somehow mistaken some random feral 
animal for a human, or just downright /ied about it, but to lie about something that could get 
them sent to Pandoras Vault seemed like an extremely fucking dumb thing to subject yourself 
to. 


“T'll give you a briefing on all the information we have right now, and later I'll be 
forwarding you footage of the human that we took from the security cameras on the poacher 
ship.” 


“T’ll take notes.” Wilbur whispered enthusiastically, quickly shuffling up to get a clipboard 
while Eret focused his attention on something in front of him—presumably bringing 
something up on his computer from the other side of the screen. Muttering a small ‘alright’ 
under their breath, Eret directed their gaze back towards the rest of them. 


“The poachers had somehow hidden their ship from detection, successfully entering the 
Earth's Solar System. Presumably if they had gotten through us undetected, it was no surprise 
that they werent seen when landing on Earth. We’ve monitored Earth's activities and found 
no change in how they’ve been operating so far, but we’re not sure what the abduction of one 
of their own will cause them to react when they find out.” Eret seemed to have all the details 
memorized at this point, spewing out information with the confidence of someone not 
reading off a script. 


Tubbo knew cloaking technology was only advancing as time passed, every orbit offering 
something new, but he wasn’t aware that it had progressed this far. Going undetected in the 
most monitored place in the galaxy? That was impressive. 


“One of the poachers came forward to us after the human had escaped. Their reasoning for 
why they were coming clean was—paraphrased—’I have family in Asphia’, which didn t give 
us much inclination to believe them, but the evidence from their ships’ cameras backed their 
claim. They’re being properly punished at the moment.” 


Tubbo admired the honesty from the poacher while simultaneously feeling exasperated at the 
fact that they thought it was a good idea to take a human. Personally though, Tubbo would’ve 
never admitted to it and just gotten the hell out of dodge. He wasn’t the noble type. 


“Now, we didn t have footage of it, as the incident happened in a blindspot on the ship, but 
one of the poachers was injured—the human being the cause of it.” 


There were a few uneasy shared looks throughout the room. 


“The human tore into one of the poachers' necks. It didnt stop at that—it also went to attack 
again until the poacher was rendered unconscious. It left them alone after that.” 


And holy shit if that didn’t confirm all his fears. He Anew that it was true, but part of him was 
hoping that maybe the human wou/dn t be violent—that maybe it could’ ve been tameable or 
even docile and the last incident had just been a fluke —but alas, all their presumptions about 
humans remained uncontradicted. 


“A side note, the bite wound from the human quickly became puffy and unusually hot to the 
touch, the victim soon falling ill afterwards—so be wary of this fact. It could be some sort of 
natural venom humans have that we’re unaware of.”’ 


He could hear Wilbur hiss out a ‘venom!?’ under his breath as he scribbled furiously onto the 
clipboard he had in hand. If he wasn’t so horrified at the thought himself he would’ve 
laughed. Magians were one of the few intelligent species in the galaxy that had venom, but 
Magians weren’t even half as volatile as humans, and humans weren t an intelligent species. 


They bordered on it, sure, but they were still feral enough to where the translator wasn’t 
compatible with their brains. The translators could only be properly implemented into 
someones’ brain if they had the capacity for complex thought, and it hadn’t worked on the 
humans they gave them to all those orbits ago. Jt only resulted in a slaughter. 


“The other poacher reported that the human had somehow pulled the emergency alarm. They 
predicted that the human had frightened itself further with it and ran. They found it in their 
hangar pressing buttons at random, accidentally finding the one that opened the hangar door. 
When it spotted the poacher, it escaped out the hangar door and into the Asphian wilds.” Eret 
finished, lips settling into a thin grim line. 


Phil let out a low whistle at the information. Apparently this was all new to him too. 


“Also, another note—the human isnt afraid of attacking things larger than it.” 


Tubbo didn’t think it would be, but ender was that intimidating. 


“Foolish will send you the coordinates to where the poacher ship was landed. You'll start 
your search there. I trust you'll do everything in your power to find the human.” Even though 
his eyes were hidden behind shades, Tubbo could tell the smile Eret sent them had been 
genuine. 


“We will. But Eret,” Phil’s smile fell to make way for a concerned expression, “How long 
will we be keeping this from the public?” 


“Again, Phil, we don t want unnecessary panic, and we cant afford to cause any until I can 
send PeaceKeepers to the Trade Center. The human is most likely still in the tundra as well.” 
Erets’ voice was stern, leaving no room for arguments. No one tried. With that, the 
conversation seemed to come to its resolution. “Alright. I'll have Foolish send you all the 
information. I expect you all not to waste time.” 


Eret didn’t even wait for a response before hanging up, the familiar Galactic council icon 
replacing Eret’s face on the screen. The room was silent for a beat before Ranboo broke the 
silence with a low distressed warble, animatedly bringing up his hands to cover his face; 


“It bites people!” 
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Suffice to say, Tommy was terrified. 


He hasn’t been aggressively interrogated by aliens yet, or mugged, but despite his great luck 
in those departments, ( so far ) he was terrified. This was like being a street kid again but 
literally so much worse. The blood still lingering in his mouth had— unfortunately and 
disgustingly —been washed away by his saliva. After he had gotten over the initial terror and 
paranoia of walking amongst literal aliens, the fear in his mind made way for rational 
thought, and he realized he had much more problems than just getting caught by alien police. 


Food. Fuck. What was he gonna do about food? Don’t get him wrong, he has no qualms 
about stealing—he’s a master at it, but what if the alien food kills him? What if it’s poisonous 
to humans? What if it makes him explode? And water? What was he gonna do about water? 
He hasn’t had to worry about food and water not being right at his fingertips in a long time, 
and the feeling that came with it was not a welcome one. 


Aliens drank water, right? Some of them had to. Some. If push comes to shove, he’ll just find 
his way back out of this alien city and melt the alien snow to drink it and hope it doesn’t 
poison him. The thought is better than nothing, and it calms him—yust a bit. After bringing 
himself down from a growing panic attack caused by his unstable food and water problem, he 
allowed himself to properly take in his surroundings. The view around him felt like 
something he’d only ever see in movies, but no—this was real. Fuck. This was cool. He 
wouldn’t even try and deny it anymore, this was super cool. 


He broke off from the stream of ever moving aliens and shuffled himself to a wall off to the 
side so he could better get a look at everything. He thinks if there were no aliens, the 
surrounding structures would actually look pretty normal, but with the addition of 
anthropomorphic sharks and— fuck, was that a whole ass biblical demon? —the buildings 
looked foreign. Looking closer, the way the architecture looked to be a patchwork mashup of 


two different styles was pretty odd. Some of it looked like grungy urban city streets while 
simultaneously mixed with medieval architecture. It felt especially out of place with the 
added fact that there was no sky, just a ceiling. The ceiling was pretty high up, maybe around 
twenty feet if he estimated correctly. Presumably, this was because some aliens were 
ridiculously fucking massive . 


He would probably find his surroundings fascinating if it weren't for the permanent anxiety 
that plagued his body and mind. Again, due to the literal aliens. He'd have to get over that 
fact eventually, but holy shit, aliens, man. Finally working up the courage to look at said 
aliens for more than a few fleeting moments, he fixed his gaze towards the crowds that 
ventured back and forth across his vision. None of them seemed to be paying any attention 
towards him—thank god—all either chattering with their companions or eyeing the various 
establishments that lined the streets. 


He took note of the fact that there seemed to be a larger ratio of fish aliens in the crowds 
versus other kinds. They all sported rather unique appearances, but they all had a few main 
traits in common that led Tommy to assume they originated of the same species. He also 
found that he couldn't spot any small children in the crowd, but maybe alien children were 
just massive like the rest of them, he didn't know. 


The tallest aliens he saw in the crowd all had horns. Not the usual horns he was familiar with, 
not goat or cow horns. The skin on their faces extended over the horn shapes that extruded 
from their foreheads. He’d never seen this type of horn on any Earth animals. He decided 
they reminded him somewhat of demon horns. He thought they actually looked sort of cool. 
So did the rest of them, of course, but the horns in particular were major cool. 


His captivation with the fish and demon people didn't exclude the existence of other aliens 
though. There were several different types he could spot in the crowds, some looking as if 
they were bargaining with vendors and others looking through store windows curiously. He 
couldn't find any that looked like him though. Some resembled humanoid figures of course, 
but none were familiar. He didn't know what he was expecting, but he could feel a small part 
of him slump in disappointment. 


Leaning against the wall and tugging his hood further down on his eyes, his leg began to 
shake with anxiety as he struggled with figuring out what to do next. Honestly, thinking about 
it, he didn't know what to do at this point. Obviously the objective would be to survive, but 
what was his goal? He couldn't just waltz up to a goddamn alien and ask for directions, could 
he? He couldn't speak alien! How did they all understand each other anyway? No way 


everyone in the galaxy just learnt one international language. Perhaps, translators? Like in the 
movies? If that was the case he needed him one of those. 


Unless it didn't work like an airpod, then no thanks. He would not be sticking a chip in his 
brain. 


Sighing, he briefly wondered if he'd be able to find any alleyways in this maze of a place to 
sleep in. His chest coiled at the thought that this could just be his life now. He didn't even 
know where to begin if he wanted to try and find his way back to Earth. He felt so helpless. 
It's not like he had much waiting for him at home, if he could really even call it that. He 
didn't hate his foster mother, she wasn't bad, but he didn't really feel much connection to her 
or anyone there. He didn't have any close friends, or family, or pets, fuck. He guessed that 
was good. This would feel a lot worse if he had people he was leaving behind, but he couldn't 
help but feel a twinge of sadness at the fact no one would miss him. He would just be another 
missing foster kid. 


Despite his lack of connection to anyone back at home, he enjoyed people. He liked talking to 
people, even if nothing scraped past surface level. The more time he spent coming to terms 
with his new situation the more he was realizing he had no one here, no one on his side. He 
really underestimated how important human connection would be to him, taking it for 
granted until it was gone. Maybe he didn't notice how much it quelled the itch inside him 
until it was so starkly absent. 


Fuck. 


Fuck. Fuck. Whatever. Whatever! Fuck the aliens that stole him off his planet and fuck this 
weird snow planet and fuck this giant, fucking—whatever this place was! If he died, he died. 
Yep, fuck it. Standing here leaning against the wall feeling bad for himself was literally 
miserable and he felt like a pathetic idiot doing so. 


Pushing off the wall, he mentally braced himself as he re entered the flow of aliens. He would 
not walk aimlessly, he would walk with a purpose. Gaze flitting around rapidly for 
somewhere to go, his eyes caught a rather colorful store that had what looked like clothing 
decorating the front window. Big words hovered above the window, and though he couldn’t 


read them he could deduce that it had to be some sort of clothings store by the contents. He 
had no money, but whatever! He wanted to sight see, and personally, he thought he deserved 
a little sightseeing. Time to explore this bitch. 


Bee-lining for the store, he avidly avoided eye contact with every and any alien that might've 
been in his line of sight. (No he was not scared.) Taking in a deep breath as if he were 
preparing to dive into deep water, he swung open the door and was met with the bustling 
inside of the store. It wasn't empty. Thank God. He didn't want to stand out, and he felt much 
more reassured by the fact that several aliens were doing their shopping along with him. Even 
with this added reassurance, he still felt wholly out of place. Gaze falling over the rows of 
clothing racks and shelves, a rather immoral thought crossed his mind. Well, maybe. Was 
stealing considered immoral? He supposed it depended on which crowd you asked. 


Hand trailing up to touch his cheek instinctually, he felt his face was rather vulnerable. He 
didn't like being so visible, and he had the biting paranoia at the back of his head that felt like 
he was being searched for. Did he have proof? No. Did he still fear it? Yes. It was like how 
people could just fee/ when someone was watching them sometimes. That's what it felt like. 
No one would ignore something so obviously out of place if they noticed him, plus, he was 
nervous that the aliens that captured him would still be on his tail, and if not them 
specifically, then maybe the space police. He wasn't sure if that kind of authority existed in 
space, but he doesn't think the possibility was off the table. 


Maybe he could find a mask in here, or a scarf, or just anything to cover his face so he 
wouldn't have to resort to bringing his shirt up over his nose and risk looking like an idiot. 
Because that was the worst of his problems right now, he thought traitorously. Shuffling 
awkwardly around the store, he felt mildly comforted by the conversational ambience that the 
aliens in the store were providing. The less attention off him the better. 


He's never been a big clothing kind of guy, but it was uncomfortably cold outside and his 
shirt and sweatshirt wouldn't be doing him justice. Maybe if he layered enough he could shed 
a jacket to use as a blanket and or pillow. Side eyeing the front of the store where the 
shopkeeper sat behind a counter, he grimaced involuntarily. He doesn't think he'd be able to 
discreetly smuggle a whole entire jacket under the store owner's nose. He'd have to go small. 


Carding his gaze through the various articles of clothing, his eyes landed on a display full of 
scarves. Shuffling over to them with as much casualness as he could muster, he assessed each 
scarf that lined the stand. His eyes were drawn to a rusty red colored scarf with a few patterns 
on it, but he knew in his heart that it was a bad idea. It stood out too much. Silently mourning 
the red scarf in his head, his gaze trailed to a plain black scarf on the far left. That one would 


do. It wasn't jarring and it probably wouldn't catch much attention. With his mind set on the 
scarf he wanted, all he had to do now was successfully snatch it. He had to wait for the right 
moment, but right now decidedly wasn't the right moment considering there were still aliens 
in eyeshot that would definitely see him stuffing a scarf into his sweatshirt. /t was fine. He'd 
make the rounds a few times then come back when the situation was ideal. He had practice 
doing this before. He could do it. 


Silently praying this place didn't have hidden security cameras, he moved on from the scarf 
display and went on to the next one over. This one looked like it housed accessories. Eyeing 
them curiously, he took note of each one; there were a few of what looked to be hats, and 
then there were a few headbands. He didn't know if headbands were peak alien fashion, but 
there were quite a lot of them here. His eye caught the sight of a certain headband though. 
This headband was in a little group of its own, and this group had its own little section away 
from the other haphazardly sorted ones. A small little card with words on it hanging above 
them was written in a language he couldn't understand. He couldn't read it of course, but he 
just had to assume it was something to describe the price or the product. 


There were little horns attached to the top of the headband. The horns were black at the base 
but faded into an electric red at the top. Reaching out almost involuntarily, he gently picked 
the headband from the rack and looked it over. Rubbing a finger across the material, he noted 
it felt like a fabric. Felt, perhaps. 


This was cool. He wanted it. 


Okay, was it necessary? No. Did he still need it? Yes. It was important. To his mental health. 
Yeah, his mental health needed these horn headbands, he reasoned. He needed to soothe the 
childish part of his brain and these were the perfect things to do the job. He decided he could 
take a little souvenir with him along with the scarf. 


It was already in his hands anyways, all he had to do was swipe it into the inside of his 
sweatshirt, and swipe it he did. He felt his gut drop as he did so, discreetly swiveling around 
to see if anyone had noticed. No one was looking his way or even giving him the light of day. 
Cool. 


Barely raised voices quickly got the attention of his paranoia-addled mind, his gaze snapping 
towards the source. At the front of the store— at what he assumed was a checkout —a tall, 
demon alien looked to be arguing with the store's owner across the counter. It was holding up 
a horn headband for the owner to see while gesturing wildly at it. The owner, a fox-like alien, 
only stood with crossed arms, intermittently arguing back with what sounded like annoyance 
in its voice. Distantly, he noted he should probably stop referring to the aliens as ‘its’ . Pretty 
rude, innit. More presently, he realized this was the perfect time to perform a heist. 


This was his chance. He just had to take it quickly before the arguing up front ceased and 
people stopped focusing their gazes on the bickering aliens. Just barely holding himself back 
from leaping back towards the scarf display, he shambled awkwardly in the direction of the 
certain scarf he had his sights on. He reached out to snatch it in one swift motion, feeling his 
stomach drop once more with the action. Similarly to what he'd done before, he swiveled 
around to see if anyone had noticed. Eyes falling on each alien that inhabited the store 
respectively, he found they all had their focus on the arguing between the shopkeep and the 
upset customer. 


Expelling a relieved breath, he stuffed the scarf into the inside of his jacket beside the 
headband. He wasn't out of hot water just yet—He needed to get out of the store successfully 
then get the he// out dodge. He wasn't even trying to be casual anymore; walking at a slightly 
faster pace than usual, he made a bee-line for the door and wasted no time swinging it open 
and scrambling to fall back into the sea of aliens. He was full on speed walking at this point, 
wanting to get as far away as possible from the store. 


However, his luck finally seemed to run short as a sharp yip-like shout rang out from behind 
him. Instinctively, he whipped around to face the noise and locked eyes with a very upset 
looking fox alien through the heads of people. Fuck. Once it saw him, it continued its 
shouting while moving to pursue him but he was already back on the move—this time in a 
dead sprint. Pressing his stolen items against his chest through his sweatshirt, he weaved 
through the crowds of aliens with a practiced ease. His steady flow was interrupted though as 
apparently these fucking aliens didn't mind their own damned business; a few of them 
attempting to grab at him to presumably try and stop him after having heard the shopkeepers 
shouts. He continued to weave through the clusters of aliens, but this time having to dodge 
the few grubby hands of nosy aliens. It would've been one thing if it were other humans 
trying to grab him, but aliens was terrifying. 


Thankfully, none of the aliens that made half-assed grabs at him decided to make chase, 
having given up after their attempts to help had failed. He hoped the shopkeeper would also 
give up soon. He couldn't hear the distinct yipping from behind him anymore, but that wasn't 
enough to make him stop. In his humble opinion, the store owner should simply move on. 
Maybe self reflect. It's not Jommy's fault that their wares were so stealable. At this point in 


time he had slowed down to a hurried gait, though he never slowed to a walk completely. The 
adrenaline that coursed through his veins hadn't dissipated yet, still screaming danger, 
danger, danger at him. 


He hadn't dared to spare a glance behind him throughout the entire fiasco, but he needed to 
check whether or not he was in the clear yet or not. Sending a quick peek over his shoulder, 
he only saw the sea of churning aliens behind him. Nothing that standed out really, besides 
the usual. You could guess what he meant by then. 


His lungs burned, only now had he really registered it. Fuck, heartburn. He was so out of 
shape. He wanted to find somewhere to sit down or rest, but his mind screamed at him to 
keep going—that stopping would be his death sentence. His breaths were coming out in 
ragged pants and he had to resist the urge to stop and collapse on the ground. He was so 
dazed that he hadn't even noticed the change in his surroundings till the new addition of light 
hit his eyes. Whipping his head up, he peered forward to find a wide ramp several feet ahead 
of him, aliens making their way up and down it in a never ending stream. Huh, space was 
wheelchair accessible. Tiredly snorting at his own thoughts, his breath steadied. He really 
entertained himself. His own thoughts were truly the only things keeping him sane at the 
moment. Taking one more deep breath, he set his sights ahead of him and began his quick 
pace forward once more. 


Pressing his precious items further against his chest, he took an apprehensive step on the 
upwards ramp. He wanted to stop and lean forward to see what would be waiting for him 
above, but the continuous bustling of the crowds around him encouraged him to move. He 
was so anxious that he hadn't even noticed a large change in environment until he was 
standing right in it. 


Successfully making it up the ramp, he immediately noted that the low glow of the 
underground marketplace he seemed to be in was lost here. Instead, it was replaced with a 
bluish gray natural light that shined down from above. The one way street that he had grown 
familiar with down there wasn't replicated up here. Instead, he was met with a large open 
space. It looked like some sort of plaza. It still looked like the entire place was in some bigger 
building of sorts, but it felt more open. Like one of those big shopping malls. Fuck, this place 
felt bigger on the inside than it did the outside. Looking up, he noticed that there was an 
overhang above him, and upon further inspection he deduced it was an overhead walkway. 
He could hear the pattering of feet above him as well as all around him. 


Trotting away from the undergrounds’ exit to lean by a support beam that held up the 
walkways above him, he noticed more things. Looking up, he saw that the overhead 


walkways were divided into several levels going upwards, lining the walls in a circular 
movement. In fact, he noticed that the entire place was oval shaped. From what he could see 
on the levels that the walkways gave access to, there were stores and stands similar to what 
he saw below. The higher his gaze went the less he could see, but that brought his eyes to the 
very top where he could see that this entire place had a ceiling. Or, more accurately, a giant 
cage covering. It looked like it was see through, glass, perhaps. Without the beams that 
patterned the glass, he probably wouldn't have been able to tell there was a cover on top of 
the building in the first place. From his place all the way on the bottom level—assuming this 
was the first level above ground—he could only properly compare the ceiling of this place to 
an aviary. He’s guessing that the large glass ceiling is what allowed the light to cascade down 
the center of this place. 


The architecture up here was just as strange as it was on the lower level, but it felt less 
grungy—though maybe that was because it wasn't underground. Redirecting his gaze back 
downwards, he finally took in the first level's surroundings. The same storefronts and 
establishments that he saw above and below were on this level too, but this time he could 
spot alleyways. Finally. He needed to change into his new drip anyway, and he didn't feel 
comfortable doing it in front of a bunch of aliens. He wanted to do more sightseeing, as 
taking in everything around him was fascinating, but he could do that after he felt more 
secure. 


Dipping into the nearest alleyway, he made his way to the very end of it, but not before 
checking for any aliens that might've been inhabiting it first. He didn't see any, so he decided 
he was in the clear. Shedding his stolen goods from the inside of his sweatshirt onto a barrel 
that furnished the rather empty alleyway, he finally allowed himself to breathe. And breathe 
he did. Holy fuck he wanted to fall over and sleep so badly. His sleep-addled mind debated 
just settling for this dingy alleyway, but he still felt rather unsafe. Distantly, he wondered 
what the homeless population was like in this place. 


Tommy didn't know how many hours he'd been awake for, but his day has been so active that 
he was exhausted regardless. 


Refocusing and pushing off the thoughts of sleep, his gaze flitted down towards the scarf and 
headband. He frowned for a moment before shrugging to himself—the headband was worth 
it. The scarf too, he guessed. It wasn't gonna keep him warm, but it'd help with it while also 
doubling as a disguise. His first real success of the night that didn't involve simply surviving 
left him feeling rather proud. Frown morphing into a grin, he flipped his hood off so he could 
begin his accessorization. Grabbing the scarf first, he grabbed both ends of it with two hands 
and wrapped it around his neck. Pulling on it a bit to give it volume where it sat, he pulled the 
front bit up and over his nose. Thankfully, the scarf itself was already pretty long, probably 
not made to fit general human proportions. He noted that it was actually really comfortable. 


Huh, maybe this was why the store owner was so pissed he took it. This was nice material. 
Oh well, sucks to suck. 


After fitting the scarf nicely around his neck, fidgeting with it a bit before deeming it ' good 
enough’ , he turned his attention to the headband. His comfort headband. Barely unable to 
keep down a smile, he grabbed the headband and lifted it up to settle it down on his curls. 
Man, he wishes he had a mirror or some reflective surface to see himself in, but he could bet 
he looked equally as ridiculous as he did cool. This was peak fashion. 


The headband sat nicely on his head. If it had any uncomfortable squeeze, that was taken care 
of by the padding of his thick hair. Flipping his hood back up over the scarf and horned 
headband alike, he was finally fitted out. At least now if he got arrested or sent to space 
prison, he would look great doing it. 


Directing his gaze back outwards, he felt less scared about reentering the crowded and 
unfamiliar world. Still absolutely terrified, mind you, but less. He’d had his moment to 
breathe, and now all he felt was angry determination. He had to figure out his sustenance 
problem before he allowed himself to succumb to sleep, and he wouldn’t solve that by 
standing anxiously in an alleyway. 


Striding out of the alleyway with all the overconfidence of a pissed off human, he was on his 
way. 


Somewhere else, a group of aliens were finding footsteps imprinted into the snow. 
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None of the crew left the ship after their newest mission was brought to their attention. It was 
on high priority, and they didn't have time to spare if they wanted the humans’ tracks to 
remain fresh. It had already probably been a few hours since the human had escaped, the 
freshly fallen snow could have already snuffed out the tracks, but they just had to make sure. 
Techno's sense of smell was as good as dirt in the freezing temperatures of Asphia, so his 
heightened senses wouldn't do them any good. 


Losing a lead like this would set them back several steps they hadn't even taken yet, giving 
them practically nothing to find the human with. Techno just hoped that they could salvage 
this chance the imprints of the snow gave. 


The piglin trailed his captain towards the bridge where the main computer lived, presumably 
to view the footage Eret said Foolish would be sending them. His other littler crewmates 
followed behind him as well— although Ranboo was a few inches taller than him, he was all 
skin and bones. They were all curious and anxious to get their first glimpse at the humans’ 
appearance. 


Despite humans and their intergalactic reputation, there were only a handful of people— who 
were still alive —that had seen an actual human before. The rest had either been killed and 
maimed by said humans or had succumbed to the sands of time. Even Phil, the oldest of them 
all, had never seen a human before. Techno believes Eret has seen one, but the Council leader 
never talks about it. Eret was Director all those orbits ago, when the Galactic Council had 


first made contact with the humans. He'd no doubt seen the consequences of what had 
happened first hand. 


As they made their way to the bridge, Techno let himself mull over the situation. 


He was worried. Not for himself, no, but for his crewmates. He was the biggest and strongest 
of all of them—he was the muscle of the SBI. He knew he could handle himself, no matter 
how ruthless a human could be, but the only other seasoned fighter in their crew was Phil, 
and Phil's bones were fragile. A human could render him incapacitated in seconds if it wanted 
to. Second to Phil was Tubbo, but Tubbo was the smallest of them all. Even though the 
magian was strong—he’d never undermine the kids’ strength—he doesn't think he'd have the 
upper hand in a fight against a human. Ranboo and Wilbur were anything but fighters. 
Ranboo, a previously sheltered prince, and Wilbur, their token scientist. 


Together, the SBI was an unstoppable force, but if a human caught one of them alone? If 
Techno wasn't there to protect them? He forced down a grimace at the thought. 


Before he could worry further over his crewmates, they'd arrived at the bridge. Techno stood 
behind as Phil and Wilbur hurried over towards the computer to the side of the room. Ranboo 
hung back along with Techno while Tubbo hovered behind Wilbur with his arms crossed. 
Techno could see Ranboo fidgeting nervously, and while Techno had never been great with 
comfort he settled a palm on the taller boy's shoulder regardless. It was the best he could do 
really. He was never one for wise words, that was Wilbur's thing. 


The room was silent for a good few ticks, only the mumblings Wilbur and Phil exchanged 
with each other breaking the silence as they waited hunched over the computer. Techno could 
see Phil visibly perk up after a minute, Wilbur following suit shortly after. 


“Foolish sent the video.” Phil spoke simply, glancing over his shoulder briefly before turning 
back to stare at the screen. Techno grunted in acknowledgment and lumbered over to stand 
over the shoulders of Phil and Wilbur. Tubbo was leaning in too at this point. 


Pulled up on the screen was a paused video of a ship corridor. There were no figures visible 
on the screen yet, but they all knew what would be coming up soon enough. Phil placed a 
hand on the movement pad and raised the cursor to hover over the start button, only 
hesitating for a moment before pressing it. 


There didn't seem to be any audio, so it was hard to tell the video was even playing at first, 
but after a moment movement came on screen. Techno could feel the room grow tense as a 
rather small figure appeared in the camera's line of sight, making its way down the corridor 
hurriedly. Most security camera footage nowadays was clear and concise, but apparently the 
poachers that ran this ship before spent all their coin on cloaking instead of better cameras. It 
wasn't grainy, per say, but it wasn't clear enough for him to make out the humans’ features 
clearly. He could see a tuft of golden fur growing from the human's head, but the dim lighting 
of the ship didn't allow for much clarity in the other defining features of the creature. 


He briefly wondered how something so obviously intelligent wasn't. He supposes that was 
one of the many mysteries of humans. Phil replayed the footage to pause the frame when the 
human turned its head to glance behind itself, the camera catching its face in full. 


Techno narrowed his eyes as he saw the stark contrast of blood against the humans’ pale skin, 
making a ring around its mouth in a gruesome display. It didn't even seem to be making any 
moves to wipe it off, just letting it sit there. 


All of them had seen their fair share of blood, but it wasn’t the blood itself that disturbed 
them. It was that they all knew how the blood had gotten there. 


Standing up fully, Phil let out a long drawn out sigh. “Everyone get a good look at it?” 


A chorus of confirmations were given, Techno once again only grunting his 
acknowledgment. Phil exhaled once more, crossing his arms as he kept his gaze steady on the 
freeze frame of the human in front of them. 


“T’ll set the course for the coordinates Foolish sent us—Tubbo, Ranboo? Make sure the ship 
is prepared for flight, will you?” He sent the two younger crewmates a smile, turning his 
attention towards him and Wilbur afterwards. 


“You two,” He crossed his arms, wings fluffing up behind him, “Keep me company up here, 
won’t you?” Phil grinned cheekily at them both. 


Techno chuffed in amusement, crossing his arms as Wilbur let out a chuckle from beside him. 
“Aye, sir.” 
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The flight to their destination wasn’t a long one, but on the way Techno had time to patrol the 
halls of the SBI. He always did this when he was nervous. It helped him to check that every 
room and corridor was secure, to make sure that nothing would be a danger to his crew. 
Wilbur often joked that he was more of a mother hen than Phil, but Techno argued that this 
simply wasn’t possible. And he wasn’t a mother hen, he was just cautious. 


Just as he finished his patrol, the telltale ramblings of engines signaled that they’d arrived at 
their destination and were now descending. Techno paused in his tracks for a moment before 
swiveling around to head in the direction of the hangar bay. They didn’t keep much in terms 
of vehicles in the hangar, just two hoverbikes they kept as a precaution in case they needed to 
get somewhere quick and couldn’t bring the ship. 


The hangar was mostly used as a place to get ready during missions, a fold out table kept in 
the room for when they needed to use Tubbos’ gadgets on a job. (Tubbo insisted that putting 
his ‘babies’ on the ground was disrespectful to them and him alike.) 


Placing a hoofed hand on a censor adjacent to the sliding doors he’d arrived at, they opened 
and he was faced with the Hangar. Occupying the hangar bay were both Tubbo and Ranboo 
—They were never seen anywhere without each other for the most part—And Wilbur, all 
three of them leaning over the fold out table discussing something. Techno stared at them for 
a moment, distantly wondering how long it’d take for them to notice him if he didn’t make 
his presence known with a monotone ‘hullo’. 


Tubbo and Wilbur barely acknowledged him, giving him distracted greetings, but Ranboo 
looked up from his place hunched over by Tubbos side to crinkle his eyes up at him—an 
Endermens version of a smile. As Techno approached, he found the reason for Tubbo and 
Wilbur’s preoccupied demeanor. It was one of Tubbo’s mapping devices, originally intended 
to be used for precise terraforming. 


“Nerds.” Techno voiced teasingly, earning an unimpressed glare from Wilbur while Tubbo 
just laughed. 


“It’s my Scanner,” Techno had gathered that, “It’s meant to detect imperfections in flat land 
but it can also be used to search for imprints in the snow, if you’re picking up what I’m 
putting down.” Tubbo explained with a grin. 


Techno leveled Tubbo with a blank stare briefly before suddenly reaching the conclusion that 
both Wilbur and Tubbo had reached beforehand. “You want to find the footprints with it.” It 
wasn’t a question, more of a statement. 


“Bingo.” Tubbo directed his compound eyes back towards his device, looking it once over 
distractedly. 


“Where’s Phil?” 


Wilbur pushed up off the table, turning to face his brother, “Probably finishing up landing the 
ship. He should be joining us soon.” The phantom leaned over to look past Techno, eyeing 
the sliding doors expectantly. 


It was only a few moments later before the whooshing noise of the sliding doors met his ears, 
the piglin turning his head towards the source. As he expected, Phil was on the other side, 
tucking his wings behind himself further as to better fit through the door. It was tall, but it 
wasn’t exactly wide. He appeared to be bundled up excessively in warm clothing, but Techno 
knew that for him it wasn’t as excessive as it was necessary. Elytrians didn’t do well in the 
cold. Technos’ natural netherborn body heat would keep him warm, but he knew that wasn’t 
the case for other species. 


“Hey all,” Their captain greeted, head tilting on its side—though it was slightly cushioned by 
the fluffy fur collar of his jacket. 


Phil strided over towards where the rest of them sat waiting, exchanging words laced with a 
few chuckles before turning to face Techno. His father made a bee-line for him, the much 


shorter alien raising up his arms to check him once over, clawed hands grabbing at Technos' 
clothed arms and patting him down. 


“Are you dressed warm enough?” Phil fussed lightly, blue eyes peering skeptically at his 
outfit. 


“Yes, Phil. Quit your fussin’,” The piglin teased, throwing his own braid over his shoulder to 
cascade down his back. 


“Are you sure, we don’t know how long we’ll be out there—” 


“Phil, I’m netherborn. I got fur, old man.” 


The elytrian relented, shoulders slumping as a lopsided smile grew on his face. “Alright, 
alright, just making sure.” 


Techno only huffed fondly, turning away from Phil to grab his sword that rested in the 
weapons rack that was tucked against the wall. Phil joined him shortly after to grab his own 
weapon, though instead of his usual choice he went for a long range crossbow. Techno sent 
Phil a look, to which Phil only shrugged; “Can’t only have close range combat.” Was his 
explanation. 


Wilbur and Tubbo rarely ever joined them in the field during more physically exerting 
missions, Ranboo never, but this time it was just going to be Phil and Techno again. Walking 
back over to the fold out table, Techno raised a single brow at Tubbo who had finished 
fiddling with his mapping device. Tubbo nodded, grabbing the scanner by the handle and 
reaching over to hand it to Techno, who promptly took it and holstered it in his utility belt. 
Pausing for a moment, he considered something before removing the scanner and flipping the 
handle over in Phils direction. The older man chuckled, taking the scanner himself. 


Fully prepared, Phil and Techno both walked to the hangar doors. Techno sent a look back 
towards Wilbur, nodding once. Wilbur seemed to get what this meant, pushing off the table in 
the direction of the lever that opened the hangar doors. 


Mechanical whirring began as Wilbur flipped it, the large door letting out a hiss of what 
sounded like steam before slowly lowering down into a ramp. 


Once it had finished opening, the churning of gears stopped abruptly and the whistling of 
wind was the only sound that occupied the air now. Phil pulled a cloth over his face, 
presumably to protect from the cold while Techno didn’t bother. The pair descended the ramp 
quickly, wasting no time to enter the freezing tundra where their evidence lived. Phil still had 
the scanner in hand, not having bothered to put it away. 


Techno followed after his captain as the man trudged through the snow to get a ways distance 
away from the ship before using the scanner. He could hear the sound of the ramp pulling 
back up from behind him as they got further and further away. It seemed Phil had finally 
decided this was a good enough distance out, as he raised the scanner, pressing a button 
simultaneously. 


Techno wasn’t really sure how it was supposed to work, but Phil apparently did. The man 
was silent for a few beats before turning his head to face Techno and beckoning for him to 
follow. Techno wasted no time trailing behind the other, trusting in his skills while also 
keeping out an eye for anything on the ground below. It was only when Phil stopped abruptly 
in his tracks that Techno looked back up. 


Techno was briefly worried that he’d seen the human, scanning the horizon diligently before 
noting that there wasn’t anything of interest there. The piglin looked down at the man below 
him, the elytrians bucket hat being the only thing he could see. Shuffling out from behind 
him, he knelt down next to Phil to send him a questioning look. Phil was staring down a few 
feet ahead of them, and Techno let his eyes follow where Phils’ gaze was hooked. Finally 
seeing what made Phil stop, he froze himself. 


Those were footprints. They were ragged and haphazard, a clear sign that whatever had made 
these prints was running. 


Techno and Phil exchanged a look as Techno brought his communicator up to his face to 
radio Wilbur, “We found the prints.” 


“Oh fuck, really?” 


“Yeah.” 


Techno and Phil remained glued to their spots for a few moments before they both decided to 
press forward in sync. They walked a little faster this time, now having found what they were 
looking for. They followed the footprints for at least twenty twors, having to step over and 
through the flora that inhabited the tundra. The tundra was flat in most parts, but still, a few 
hills were placed around the area. Techno imagined the human had traveled such a long 
distance because it was running, the footprints they were following continuing to remain 
haphazard and messy. They eventually came to clearing, the shrubs that scattered across the 
tundra being absent in this specific spot. The footprints changed in appearance here, which 
was the reason for their halt. 


“The human stopped running here.” Phil voiced, looking down and inspecting the prints. 


Techno lumbered over towards a footprint, lifting his own hoofed feet off the ground to 
compare his own footprints with the now more clear imprint of the humans. They were 
definitely not hoofed like his own, and they weren’t clawed like Phils. They actually didn’t 
resemble any of the crews’ anatomy. It didn’t look like the human was bare footed, so 
apparently it wore foot coverings like Wilbur did. 


Looking up to face Phil, he was about to speak before he caught the look on Phil's face. His 
friend was staring past Techno and behind him, donning a grim expression. Techno swiveled 
around to try and find what Phil had seen, confusion ebbing in his mind before he felt his gut 
drop. He was coming to the same realization that Phil had seemingly come to before him as 
he stared at the Trade Center that loomed on the horizon. 


The footsteps were heading straight for it. 


“You've gotta be kiddin’ me.” Techno slumped, cursing the humans’ intelligence in his mind. 


“Tt can’t have gotten inside though,” Phil reasoned, though at this point it sounded like the 
man was more so trying to convince himself. 


“Don’t jinx it, Phil.” 


Techno and Phil continued to stare into the horizon for a few beats before turning to each 
other. Techno could only assume they were mirroring each other's expressions. “Do we keep 
going?” 


Techno was silent, mulling over the options in his head. Phil continued. 


“Tf the human kept going all the way to the Trade Center, that’s a Jong walk.” The elytrian 
breathed out, crossing his arms. 


Techno knew they only had two options. Continue their pursuit on foot, or take the time to 
head back for a hoverbike. The best option would be to return for the bikes, as if they 
continued their trek all the way to the Trade Center in the distance, they’d have to come back 
on foot too. That would ultimately waste more time than if they’d simply returned to the ship 
for the bikes. Techno decided to voice this; 


“TIt’d be quicker overall to just head back for the hoverbikes.” Despite Phil being captain, 
Techno knew the man took all his crew’s suggestions into genuine consideration. 


Phil looked to be in deep thought for a tick before nodding in clear agreement, “You’re 
right.” 


With that, they began their trek back to the ship. Techno decided to radio Wilbur to inform 
the rest of them of their return. ““We’re comin’ back for the bikes.” 


“Why?” 


“The human’s tracks are headin’ towards the Trade Center.” 


“Shit.” 


“Yeah.” 


The walk back was relatively silent, the new development in their situation putting a bit of a 
damper on the mood. 


Both Techno and Phil had remote keys for the ship, but only Phil had brought his out with 
them, so he allowed Phil to get ahead of him to unlock the passenger entrance to the hangar. 
They stood under the ship, waiting as the elevator platform descended. Man, they should 
really invest in making this thing faster. 


When it finally made its stop in front of them, they boarded the platform one at a time 
respectively. 


Their ascent was met with the faces of their crewmates, all of them looking rather anxious. 
Wilbur had probably informed them of the problem. 


Techno didn’t say a word to them, leaving Phil to do the reassuring and kind words. Again, 
not Techno’s thing. He made a straight bee-line towards the Hoverbikes that rested by the 
large hangar door, looking them once over. He had tuned out what Phil and the others were 
babbling about, but Tubbo’s stronger voice rang clear to him as the younger called out to 
him; 


“You better not damage those bikes! We literally just had them fixed.” He could hear the boy 
mumble the last part, enhanced hearing and all. 


Techno rolled his eyes, not even bothering to turn to face them as he checked that the bikes 
were ready. 


“We won't, Tubbo.” Phil chuckled from behind him, coming to join the piglin at his side 
shortly after. 


The two nodded at each other wordlessly before respectively mounting one of the hoverbikes. 
The hoverbikes were built for larger species, species like Ranboo, so Techno and Phil both fit 
on it just fine. Phil shuffled behind him, claws clinging to the back of the piglins clothing. 
“Door, Wilbur.” 


He could hear Wilbur sigh out a ‘yeah, yeah’ before the audible flip of the switch was heard. 
The ramp was open wide once more, cold wind bursting through the open entrance. The light 
outside was beginning to dim, he noted. It’d be growing dark soon, they had to hurry. Things 
came out at night on Asphia. While it wouldn’t be dangerous to someone like Techno, it 
would hinder their work. 


Revving the engines, Techno wasted no time kicking back the breaks on the bike and sending 
it racing forward. They didn’t hit maximum velocity until they were a good distance away 
from the ship. Snow was unsettled beneath the hoverbike as it tore through the tundra, 
sending flurries of powdery snow upwards. Phils’ grip on Techno was too loose for Technos 
liking, but he knew Phil just enjoyed the feeling of wind whipping through his feathers. The 
man was always too overconfident on the hoverbike. 


Techno followed the trail of footsteps back towards the clearing where they had stopped 
before, this time it took significantly less time now that they had the hoverbike. Slowing the 
hoverbike to a stop, he briefly assessed where the footsteps turned before locking his eyes on 
them, turning the hoverbike to continue to follow them. Even with the speed of the 
hoverbike, it still took a good amount of time to get to the Trade Center from where they 
were. He estimated at least fifteen twors on the hoverbike, though it would’ve been much 
longer on foot. His thoughts trailed back towards the human, who undoubtedly had walked 
the distance. Were humans that tolerant? That determined? 


He’d heard the rumors and stories, but to see it playing out in front of him first hand was 
something else. He didn’t want to even entertain the thought of the human somehow getting 
into the trade center, as the only entrances to the Trade Center were either above or on the 
other side. It would take a significantly longer time for the human to round the entire 
circumference of the building. He half expected to find the frozen over body of the human 
around the perimeter of the Trade Center, or even on the way there, but the footsteps just 
continued on and on with no end in sight. 


Finally, they’d arrived at the bleak patchwork walls of the Asphia Trade Center. While the 
inside was bustling and detailed, the walls that kept the inhabitants warm were plain and 
imposing. Slowing the hoverbike to a stop, Techno sent a glance over his shoulder to check 


on Phil. The elytrian sent him a nod accompanied by a thumbs up. With that, the two 
unmounted the hoverbike—Phil having to jump off while Techno only needed to take a step. 


Techno looked both ways around the grand walls of the Trade center. No body. Despite the 
grim implications, he was hoping they’d find a body. He was hoping that the human had 
succumbed to the ruthlessness of Asphias’ environment. He didn’t feel bad about it, the 
human was dangerous. 


“We can continue to follow the tracks on foot.” Techno turned to Phil, who only nodded. 


Techno followed behind Phil as the man found the tracks on the ground again. They looked 
more fresh, the footprints breaking through the snow enough to reveal the red flora 
underneath the icy powder. 


For the second time that day, both of them froze in their tracks. Techno could feel dread rise 
in his gut as his eyes followed the footprints that lined the perimeter, seeing them stop when 
they came across a vent. 


A vent. 


Techno tore his gaze from the vent and frantically searched for footprints that continued 
onwards, footprints that passed the vent and continued around the perimeter, but none were 
found. They stopped right at the vent. The snow around the vent was displaced, as if there’d 
been a good amount of movement around it. 


Techno couldn’t see Phil’s face from the man's place in front of him, but he could only 
assume that it matched his own look of horror. He’s never been the expressive type, but he 
could feel his facial muscles scrunch up into one of trepidation. 


Slowly reaching down to grab his communicator from his utility belt, he raised it up towards 
his face, gaze still pointedly fixed on the vent. 


“Wil,” He started, pausing briefly before starting up again. “There's uh, there's a problem.” 


A crackle coming from the radio, then another pause. 


“What?” 


“The human breached the Trade Centers’ walls.” 


Another pause. 


“What!?” 


Techno involuntarily winced at the volume, watching as Phil began to inspect the vent, lifting 
the flap up and down. 


“Yeah.” 
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“Yeah?! Give me more than that, Techno, how. 


“Tt crawled through a vent.” 


“Tt crawled through a vent?!” 


“T heard myself the first time, Wilbur.” 


“That goblin!” Wilburs’ voice crackled through the communicator exasperatedly. 


Techno exhaled, lowering the communicator from his face just a bit to look back at Phil. The 
elytrian was shaking his head. “We’re both too big to fit in the vent.” 


A new voice crackled to life on the communicator this time, interrupting whatever Techno 
might’ve had to say. 


“You said it crawled through a vent?’ Tubbo’s voice was significantly calmer than Wilburs’. 


“Yeah.” 


“How big is it?” 


“Both me and Phil are too big to fit in.” Techno answered, turning to look the vent over. The 
communicator was silent for a beat before it crackled again; 


“Does it look like I could fit into it?” 


Techno was silent. Phil, definitely having heard what Tubbo had said, was silent. Tubbo on 
the other end was silent. 


A beat. 


“Absolutely not, Tubbo.” Phil had jumped up to snatch the communicator from Technos’ 
hands and was now speaking into it like a scolding parent. 


He could hear Tubbo’s voice quieter now that the communicator had been taken away from 
him, “/t was only a suggestion!” The boy was quick to defend himself. 


“A bad one, Tubbo! The human could still be in there for all we know!” He couldn’t hear 
Tubbo’s response as Phil began to pace further away from him. Techno could only stand in 
place awkwardly as the second youngest of their crew endured a scolding. 


He watched as Phil and Tubbo had a brief back and forth, Phil’s wings puffed up in what 
Techno assumed was worry at the mere thought of Tubbo entering the vent. There was a 
pause from Phil as Tubbo’s voice crackled through the communicator again, though it was 
unintelligible to Techno, Phil looked to be in deep thought as he listened. 


Phil opened and closed his mouth a few times, silently considering before he exhaled, 
nodding as he gave a verbal confirmation to Tubbo on the other end. The communicator 
crackled off, and Phil swiveled around to face Techno once more, looking mildly exhausted. 


“Phil? Phil, what did you agree to?” Techno crossed his arms, squinting down at his captain. 


Phil exhaled once again, a lopsided grin forming on his face. He didn't look defeated, which 
Techno took as a good sign. 


“Nothing bad, Tech.” He chuckled, ““Tubbo has a drone we can use to go into the vent and see 
where the human went. He has a camera attached to it, and it's hooked up to a portable screen 
—which means we can watch it live.” 


Techno let his shoulders un-tense as Phil explained. Good, good, that was good. He did not 
want to send any of his crew into a confined space where they couldn't fight back if they 
needed to. He didn't voice any of his worry though, settling for a simple, “Cool.” 


Phil chuckled at his reaction, already moving past Techno to head back towards the 
hoverbike, which made Techno pause, “Wait, do we have to go back for it?” 


“Yeah? How else are we gonna get it, mate?” Phil chuckled, glancing over his shoulder at 
him. Techno's shoulders slumped as he began to follow, fur falling in front of his eyes. This 
only seemed to amuse his father more, pulling more laughs from him as they trudged their 
way through the snow. 


3 2 2k 


The ride back was silent and quick. Now that they knew where the footprints led, Techno no 
longer had to watch at the ground for them and could go faster on the bike. They were back 
in a matter of minutes, moving through the motions and boarding the ship once again. They 
found Tubbo excitedly looking over a drone with several legs. It sort of resembled an 
arachdrid, but with only four legs instead of ten. Wilbur was practically pacing a hole through 
the ships’ floor while Ranboo was weirdly absent from the room. 


Techno didn’t have time to wonder where the youngest of their crew was as their mission was 
time based. Before Techno could head over to Tubbo, Phil grabbed the hem of his cape which 
caused him to look back at the Elytrian. 


“T’m going to call Eret, to inform him of the situation.” A grim expression returned to Phil’s 
face. Techno only nodded as Phil let go to reach for his own communicator, already moving 
to the other side of the room. 


Techno continued his way over to the fold out table where mechanical parts he couldn’t 
recognize were scattered around the main attraction; the drone. Tubbo had noticed his arrival 
at this point, gesturing proudly towards his work. “It’s one of my newer models. I haven’t 
named it yet, but this is the first drone I have that has a camera built in!” 


Techno listened to the best of his ability as Tubbo rambled on about the different components 
that made up the drone, but he really had no idea what the kid was going on about. Wilbur 
had ceased his pacing to amble over, joining them at the table. Techno sent a look his 
brother's way, to which Wilbur returned his own equally lost look. Wilbur mouthed a ‘wrong 
science’ his way, earning a roll of eyes from Techno. Wilbur gave an affronted scoff at this, 
getting the attention of Tubbo who looked up from his work, sending the two of them a 
squinty look. They both quickly straightened up. 


“Right. Anyways, it’s remote controlled, I don’t know how to program it so it can do stuff on 
its own yet. That’s Sam’s thing.” 


Techno personally thought the fact it could move with a remote control was cool enough. 


With that, Tubbo picked up the drone gently along with its screen and controls and placed 
them in a small case, pushing them across the table towards Techno. Techno gave a grateful 
glance towards Tubbo as he took the case, moving it so it sat under his arm as he swiveled 
around himself to look for Phil. The elytrian was still on the other side of the room, speaking 
animatedly into the communicator. Techno approached apprehensively, earning him a hand 
that signaled ‘wait’ from his father. 


“Eret, people could get hurt.” Was the first thing Techno heard now that he was closer. 


A pause as Erets’ voice crackled on the other end. 


“Fine, but if we get reports of the human attacking anyone I'm trusting you to do the right 
thing, Eret.” Phil's voice was stern, holding a sort of finality to it that Techno knew meant 
business. Techno thinks only Phil could get away with speaking like that to the Council 
leader. 


Another pause as Erets’ voice crackled its answer, then silence. Phil sighed deeply, head 
lolling low as the call presumably ended. As Phil finally turned to him, that's when Techno 
spoke; 


“Uh, what was it?” 


“Eret's sending the peacekeepers to the Trade Center.” 


Techno mulled over the information briefly before scrunching up his face into one of 
puzzlement, “And that's bad, because...?” 


“Tt's—it's not bad, but—” He inhaled, “They still don't want to inform the public.” 


Techno's shoulders sank, “Oh.” 


“Yeah.” 


Techno didn't hold the same level of concern that Phil did for other people, but he still cared 
to a certain extent. Still, it was to an extent. He couldn't help his apathy towards most things. 
He did his best to empathize with Phil's concern though, thinking about it harder. Holding 
back from informing the public would possibly make finding the human harder. 


“We'll talk more later. Let's just,” Phil sighed, “Let's just get the drone over to the vent.” And 
so that's what they did. 


Handing the case with the drone to Phil, they were off again into the tundra. By now, the sky 
outside had faded into a deep blue. The color right in-between night and day. He hoped they 
finished soon, as he didn't want to keep Phil in the cold for longer than they had to. Even with 
the winter gear, the cold would bite through it eventually. They should really invest in some 
better cold outfits. Maybe because of this, Techno decided to go over the recommended speed 
for the hoverbike, just a little, but they could afford batteries well enough. 


Soon enough, they'd made it close enough to the Trade Center that the vent was now in view. 
Bringing the hoverbike to a skidding halt, he stepped off, causing the bike to gently recoil as 
his weight had been slightly holding it down. Phil's wings fluttered at this, an involuntary 
chuckle escaping the man. Phil always laughed a lot, something Techno enjoyed. 


The two of them made their way towards the vent once more, Phil moving the case out from 
under his arm and holding it in front of him. Techno once again had no clue how it worked, 
but Phil was clever. The elytrian knelt down in front of the vent and flipped the case open, 
pulling out his comm as he did; 


“Which button to turn it on?” He could hear Tubbos’ muffled answer from the other end. 


Turning the drone over in his claws, he quickly found what he was looking for and the little 
drone came to life with a small whirring noise. Other than that, it was practically silent. 
Techno moved to kneel next to Phil, a curious chuff escaping him. Phil flipped the vent flap 
open and placed the drone gently inside, turning it so it faced away from them. Moving his 
attention to the other contents of the case, he grabbed the screen and handed it to Techno, 
who took it with some hesitation. 


Phil turned to give him an easy smile, “You watch and report while I control.” 


Techno grunted in agreement, shifting so he was more comfortable on the ground. Holding 
the screen against his lap, he grabbed his communicator from his utility belt and held it up in 
the other hand. “Uh, ready.” 


Phil plucked the controller from where it sat in the case, turning it once over before settling it 
upright in his hands. Techno watched Phil's movements with curiosity before his attention 
was taken by sudden movement on the screen he was holding. Huh, it really worked. Not that 
he was doubting Tubbo, it was just cool to see. Focus now on the screen in his hands, he 
watched as Phil awkwardly tested out the waters, having the drone walk backwards a step, 
then forwards, turning, then turning to the other side. 


Once he had gotten used to the controls, he began to control the drone forward and deeper 
into the vent. Techno watched the screen diligently, peering down at the small device in his 
hands while also trying to be delicate with it at the same time. The scenery was the same for a 
while, the metal corridors going on for what felt like ages before they were even met with a 
turn. Once they turned however, Techno was faced with something new. Light. It came from 
a Square opening just a few feet in front of the drone. Phil was leaning over to see where he 
was going, so he knew to stop. 


They both furrowed their brows, Phil moving the drone a little closer so they could see better. 
Once they fully registered what they were seeing, it was a horrifying realization. The grate 
that had previously covered the opening had been discarded to the other side of it, screws 
missing. The two exchanged a look as Techno raised his communicator to his face; 


“We sent the drone in the vent.” He decided to start with. 


“And?” Came Tubbos’ response. He could hear shuffling from the other side of the line, 
presumably either Wilbur or Ranboo joining in to listen. 


“We uh, we found where the human went. It's not in the vent anymore.” Techno could hear a 
faint ‘shit’ hissed out from the other side—it sounded like Wilbur. 


“It—” He continued to stare at the screen, feeling disbelief bubble in him. “It unscrewed a 
grate opening in the vent, and I think it escaped down into it. We haven't checked where it 
leads to, but it obviously leads to somewhere in the Tradin’ center.” 


“Tt unscrewed the vent grate?” Tubbo spoke with what sounded almost like fascination in his 
voice. Techno could hear an ‘Wait, it what?’ faintly from Wilbur on the other side. 


“Yeah.” 


“Fuuuck, more intelligent than we thought then.” He could hear a laugh from the other side. 


“You thinkin’ the human is intelligent?” Techno tilted his head, watching as Phil took the 
screen from him so he could move the drone back accurately. 


“Of course not, at least not like us. Think; manikeer.” Tubbo gave an incredulous laugh, as if 
Techno's suggestion had been ridiculous. Techno hadn't had many experiences with the 
animal Tubbo mentioned, but he knew that they were an intelligent animal that originated 
from Volis. He'd have to do more research on them later to get a feel for what Tubbo meant. 


“The manikeer have good problem solving skills, but they aren't capable of complex thought 
and they don't have our ability to develop and understand languages. Humans are probably 
like them, just more aggressive. Probably because they evolved on a deathworld.” 


Techno accepted this explanation. It made sense, but it was unsettling. An intelligent species 
prone to violence? A nightmare. ” Alright, we'll see you when we get back.” And with that, 
the communicator crackled into silence. 


Phil had finished packing up the drone by now, standing up from his kneeling position with 
an exhausted expression on his face. Techno could sympathize. Following suite, he brushed 
the snow that caked his clothes off, tucking his braid over his shoulder once more. 


“Once we get back, I'll handle sending all the information from today to Eret in the report, 
you just get some rest, alright?” Phil turned to him with a smile despite his clear exhaustion. 
Techno frowned, but relented. Even though both Techno and Wilbur were adults now, Phil 
still cared for them as if they were young. Techno, surprisingly enough, didn't mind the 
doting too much— Phil would never underestimate them or baby them, treating them like the 
adults they were despite his care —but he did worry for his father. 


He'd force the man to rest later. The least he could do for now was not fight him on this. 


The sky was dark now, daylight having faded away. Despite the absence of Asphias sun, the 
stars shone bright, reflecting against the snow and causing it to sparkle. 


It felt peaceful, despite the reality of their situation. He felt exhaustion tug at him. It had been 
a cycle or two since he'd allowed himself a sleep cycle. Piglins only really slept for five hours 
—excluding hibernation—but since Techno was a brute, he only needed three. 


Trudging back towards the bike, their day came to a close. 
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Tommy could see the light cascading down from the skylight above beginning to dim, but the 
day hasn't finished just yet. He wonders how long the day and night cycles were on this 
planet. Were they similar to Earth, or different? He's never had the most consistent sleep 
schedule, but his circadian rhythm is gonna be upset if there's a significant change in the 
amount of hours in the day. He wonders if he's ever gonna get the chance to ask anyone. 


Brushing the thought off, he decides to focus on his food and water issue. He's found the way 
up to the higher levels of this place—the never ending rows of establishments and tents 
parted in one place to make way for a ramp tucked into the wall. He'd found out quickly that 
they led to the upper levels when he climbed them. He noted that there was a distinct absence 
of stairs in this place. Perhaps it was because not all aliens could climb them? Or were there 
just no stairs in space? More questions, no answers. 


He really should invest in getting a journal to write down all the questions he has. Maybe one 
day he’ll find someone to answer them. 


Obsessively bringing a hand up to check his hood was down at all times, he made his way 
through the crowds of aliens that he was growing more and more used to with every second 
that passed. He was just beginning to get nervous that he'd have to resort to eating the snow 
outside when he noticed a few aliens huddled around a rectangular object that sort of 
resembled a vending machine. Just barely. It stood out amongst the crowds as it was one of 
the few places where the aliens bothered to stop, but it didn't look like it was manned by 


anyone like every other stand and store was. The aliens that surrounded it didn't stay for long, 
being quick as there were other aliens waiting behind them to use whatever the machine was. 


As he got closer, he could see that a wide tube protruded from the top of the machine and 
disappeared into the wall a few feet up. He also noted that the rectangular box was rather 
plain, save for four simple squiggles stacked on top of eachother consecutively in the upper 
middle. They looked like waves. It was neat, and kind of reminded Tommy of those lifeless 
corporate logos back on Earth. 


He didn't have an inkling of an idea of what it could possibly be before he witnessed its 
purpose in action; an alien pulled out a bottle it had holstered by it's hip and brought it up to a 
spout that lived in a small area carved into the machine, and the spout then expelled a clear 
looking liquid from it into the bottle without the alien even having to press a button. 


Holy shit, was that a water vending machine? If what he was seeing was water, then the 
squiggly wave-like symbol made a lot more sense. He really hoped it was water. He was 
willing to risk it all at this point, even if it wasn't water, it was a liquid. 


He hadn’t had any water in what felt like days at this point—even though realistically it’d 
probably only been a few hours—but he’d done a /ot of running in that time and at this point 
he’d accept lighter fluid. 


Waiting awkwardly a few steps away, the area around the machine cleared up and he shuffled 
towards it. He had to remind himself he was currently disguised at the moment, which gave 
him a little more confidence to move around. He still felt so impossibly out of place, even 
though on the outside he looked inconspicuous enough. He felt like an imposter, constantly, 
which caused his movements to be rather stiff. Shaking off his paranoia, he came to the 
realization he didn't have a bottle like the aliens that came before him. Stewing in his own 
thoughts briefly, he decided ‘fuck it’, he'd just use his hands. 


He'd have to get a container later, but he could figure that out later if this mystery liquid 
didn't kill him now. 


Reaching out a hand under the dispenser experimentally, the mystery liquid began to trickle 
out with a low humming noise, to which he immediately retracted his hand into his chest. The 


flow of liquid stopped quickly after that, only leaving it to drip down the concave square it 
was placed in. 


Blinking at the machine, he narrowed his eyes in scrutiny as he came to the conclusion that it 
was motion detected. He could see that he was getting odd looks from passing aliens that 
watched him mess around with the machine like he'd never seen it before—and he hadn't, but 
to them it'd probably be pretty weird. He reached out again, this time allowing the liquid to 
make contact with his skin. He watched apprehensively as the cold liquid trickled harmlessly 
down his hand and into the growing puddle he was making below. Okay, he didn't die 
immediately, this was a green flag. 


Retracting his hand once more, he brought his damp hand up to his face to sniff it. Didn't 
smell like anything. Squinting, he dragged his hood down further and brought the scarf down 
from his face hesitantly. He inched closer to the machine and held out his hands again, 
cupping them together so the liquid could pool in his palms. 


He waited until the mystery liquid was about halfway up before taking his hands away. He 
could feel the liquid dripping out of the small crevices in his hands no matter how hard he 
tried to squeeze them securely together. Such is life, he supposed. Before all the liquid he 
collected could slip out of his palms, he brought his cupped hands up to his mouth and 
downed it all in one gulp. It coated the edges of his mouth messily and he felt significantly 
more damp now than he'd been before, but again, such is life. 


He paused for a few seconds, waiting for any adverse reaction to arise. When none came, he 
allowed himself to relax. It tasted like water, it felt like water, but it had a weird plastic 
aftertaste to it that was sort of unpleasant. Not that he's eaten plastic—He hasn't. He’d take 
what he could get though— and, he didn't die immediately, so this was a win. Reaching out 
his hands to take a few more gulps of water, he could feel his dry throat being soothed. After 
he'd gotten a good amount of liquid in his system, he brought the scarf over his nose once 
again and turned around to meet the impatient stare of a tall alien behind him. 


He immediately straightened up and moved directly to the side to allow the alien passage, 
holding his hands up to either side of him as a nervous smile bloomed on his face. The alien 
couldn't see it behind his cover, but it was the thought that counted. Did aliens even smile? 
Another question, still going unanswered. 


The alien grumbled low under their breath, words he didn't think he'd understand even if he 
could understand the language. He didn't linger, wasting no time moving on. 


Okay, water problem officially solved. He'd just have to remember where it was located, 
unless there were more of the same machine scattered across the building. One could assume 
there were, as this place was massive, but again, he could never be too sure of anything. 


Continuing his way through the crowds, his mood was significantly higher now that he'd 
hydrated and knew where a consistent source of water was. Now, onto his food problem. The 
food problem was much less dire than the water problem, but an important problem 
nonetheless. There had to be food stands around here somewhere, right? Or restaurants, or 
whatever the alien equivalent to that was. He wasn't exactly sure what to look for. Some 
things in this weird new world were eerily similar to things on Earth, but some things felt 
entirely different. 


He let his eyes fall over the rows and rows of stands and stores all tucked next to each other 
as if the architects of this place were trying to fit as much into the walls as they could. Some 
tents looked haphazardly put up while others looked more methodical and well put together. 
None of them looked to be selling anything similar to the wares that their neighbors were 
selling, though the items he saw in the stands weren't unique to those specific stands. 


He'd seen the same category of wares sold elsewhere, but apparently they didn't all clump 
together alphabetically. That...made sense. He supposed. 


Unfortunately, despite the fact that each stand and or store seemed to house something 
different, he didn't see anything that resembled food. He'd just have to keep walking. He 
wasn't too panicked, as he'd gone a few days without food before, but he hadn't done so in so 
long as his foster mother had never punished him with food. His thoughts trailed back to his 
foster mother, and he felt an ache grow in his chest. While he hadn't grown too attached to 
her—a byproduct of sifting through so many homes on a semi-regular basis—she wasn't a 
bad parent. She had probably been his longest stay, and it was only interrupted when he was 
literally abducted by aliens. 


He felt like this was some sick joke. He finally gets to a house where things aren't literal 
dogshit, and he's suddenly ripped out of it. He wishes he and his foster mother had parted on 
better terms. 


No point in dwelling on it now. 


Absorbed in his own thoughts, he almost hadn't noticed the distinct smell of cooked meat. 
Meat? Head perking upwards, he surveyed the area he'd landed himself in. There weren't any 
obvious changes in his surroundings visually, but the smell was different. There hadn't really 
been any unique smell to the place before, but now his senses were being invaded by a smell 
that was too obvious to ignore. 


Looking past the tall figures that crowded his vision, he could see the source of where the 
smell was originating from. Just a few feet away was a stand that had what looked like 
cooked meat on display, skewered with purple tinted wooden sticks. They were laid on odd 
blue colored wood in rows, an alien with skin that resembled literal magma manning it. He is 
not sure how that worked, but whatever. The alien would intermittently turn around to put 
their focus on something behind them, working diligently. 


Dipping closer, he did his best to blend in with the aliens that surrounded the stand. They 
were watching the other alien work and would occasionally take a skewer of meat in 
exchange for small rectangular tablets that clinked together when they touched in a way that 
would allude to them being a metal of some sorts. 


He could feel the back of his neck heat up with nerves as he inched closer and closer, gaze 
flicking between the alien manning the stand and the meat. Now that he was closer, he could 
see that the alien had more uncooked meat on a rack behind them, and that's what they were 
turning around to focus on. He was getting less antsy when stealing now, but it still sent 
alarms ringing through his skull. Waiting patiently, he tracked the magma aliens’ movements 
until he was comfortable with knowing when they'd turn around. There was also the issue of 
the other aliens around him, but if they became an issue he knew how to handle it. 


Only having to wait another few seconds, the alien turned their focus around to the grill 
behind them and Tommy took this as his chance. His movements were quick, a hand swiftly 
extending out to snatch a skewer. He didn't wait for the alien to turn around and notice their 
stolen goods, nor did he wait for the other aliens around him to react, he simply spun on his 
heel and began to speed walk back through the crowds. Only when he heard a shout from 
behind him did he change his quickened gait to a full on sprint. 


He kept the skewer leveled in front of his chest so it’d be safe from the crowds, raising his 
free hand to hover in front of it. He did his best to weave through the sea of arms and legs, 
but occasionally he did bump into the sides of the aliens. His heart was beating heavily in his 
ears, keeping him from being able to differentiate any of the sounds around him. He just kept 
on running and running, hoping the populated crowds were enough for anyone chasing him 
to lose him. Even when he suspected that anyone who might’ve been chasing him had lost 
him by now, or just given up, he continued to hoof it until he’d found his way to the ramp 
that led up and down the levels. 


By now, his pace had slowed to a slightly hurried gait, the blonde occasionally throwing a 
glance over his shoulder as he descended down the ramp. Thankfully, the ‘meat’ he’d stolen 
hadn’t sustained any damage during his escapade, still safely tucked near his chest. He 
dreaded the day he got caught, not prepared for that type of confrontation in this unfamiliar 
world. The stubborn and confident side of him protested that he simply wouldn t get caught, 
but he couldn’t get away with this forever. A part of him knew that, though it was deep in the 
recesses of his mind. 


He didn’t feel comfortable eating in front of other aliens—even though he was half sure that 
they wouldn’t care—he decided he’d have to find another alley to take refuge in. Eyes 
scanning the lines of buildings, he couldn’t find any pockets of empty space where he could 
hide. Fuck. He’d just have to keep going in search of one and hope that he came across one 
eventually. After a good bit of walking, his eyes finally caught the familiar sight of an 
alleyway. They didn’t seem to be common here, apparently. Now that he thought about it, he 
hadn’t noticed any alleyways when he was in the underground section of this place—just 
endless rows of buildings tucked firmly into the walls on either side of the open pathway. 


Speed walking towards the alley, he took note that there were two aliens leaning on the side 
of the wall by the entrance, chattering to each other. They were quite a bit taller than him— 
not that he was afraid —but it caused him to hesitate in his approach. Tactically. It was 
tactical. Not out of fear. 


Taking a deep breath, he passed the two aliens without even glancing in their direction, 
walking further into the alley. He didn’t notice how the two ceased their chattering to eye 
him, and he didn’t notice how their gazes lingered briefly before returning to their idle 
conversation. One he felt he was relatively safe, he hunkered down behind a crate, away from 
the eyes of the outside. 


Taking note of his surroundings, he noticed that a bit more towards the mouth of the alleyway 
there was a tall door on the opposite wall of the one he was tucked against. He wondered if 


the crates that furnished the alleys were deliveries for the establishments around here, or 
storage? Or just trash. Storage wouldn’t make much sense though. Out in the open, very 
steal-able. He also noted that he didn’t see anyone that looked like security, or police. No 
uniforms he noticed, but that may have been because he was hyper focused on his own 
survival. 


Finally directing his attention down to the skewer he’d risked his freedom for, he inspected 
the mystery meat. He didn’t even care what kind of meat it was, or if it was even meat — 
okay, he sort of cared, but he was hungry. And if he had to live off mystery water and 
mystery meat for the rest of his life then oh well, he would! 


Dragging down the scarf covering half his face, he eyed the brown fleshy slab with a 
judgmental squint. 


Raising a hand to poke at the mystery meat, he swallowed his apprehension and raised the 
skewer to his mouth to take a bite. At first, his bite was gentle and hesitant, but after the meat 
didn’t give after a few tugs, he bit down harder to take a chunk off. Once he’d succeeded in 
this endeavor, he finally allowed himself to taste what he’d just bitten into. He noted that it 
was still warm, so that was nice. The second thing he noticed was that it tasted like meat, 
normal meat. He couldn’t pinpoint exactly which type of meat it reminded him of, but it had 
a faint spicy taste to it. He decided it was the closest to pork in taste. He hadn’t seen the alien 
selling the meat put any spices or seasoning on the food, so he didn’t know where the 
spiciness came from. Could meat just be naturally spicy? It wasn’t unpleasant, he actually 
found he quite liked it. 


Distantly hoping the mystery meat didn’t kill him on the spot as he munched away on it, he 
took in more of his surroundings while avidly keeping an eye on the entrance of the alleyway. 
The light had dimmed so gradually that if he was less observant, he probably wouldn’t have 
even noticed the change unless someone had taken a ‘before and after’ picture and shown 
him. 


He’d successfully solved his food and water issue—his food source being a /ittle bit more 
rocky—but this was a win in his books. Similarly to how he felt after he’d successfully stolen 
the scarf and headband, it left him with a new triumphant energy. Now that his stomach was 
full, he began to feel his eyes droop again. His entire body felt heavy, the adrenaline from 
being chased having worn off and in turn drained the rest of his energy out of his body. 


He wished he had some way of keeping time, like a watch or something, but he supposed his 
body was doing a well enough time at telling him. 


He still didn’t feel comfortable sleeping out this open where anyone could just walk past a 
few boxes and find him curled up and vulnerable next to them, but at this point he was too 
tired to get up and find some place better. He didn’t even think it could get better than this. 
He’d hidden himself all the way at the back of the alley, tucked into the shadows and 
blending in with the dark purple brick walls. He’d just have to hope no one found him, and if 
they did, that they didn’t care enough to give him a second thought. 


Feeling just seconds away from drifting off, he lowered the now empty skewer down to the 
ground in front of him and brought the scarf up more comfortably on his face. His body 
ached for somewhere more comfortable to lay, but his exhaustion weighed heavily on his 
standards. Crossing his arms, he readjusted himself so the makeshift weapon he’d pocketed 
earlier didn’t poke into his side. 


He’d survived his first day on an alien planet, and while it wasn’t great, it could’ve been 
worse. Closing his eyes, he drifted off into a dreamless sleep. 
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Waking up was a slow thing for Tommy. 


He felt his body first before he could sense his surroundings. Groggily opening his eyes, he 
took notice of the fact that while he’d fallen asleep when there was still a semblance of light, 
at this point in time it had grown completely dark. 


It only took a few seconds for his situation to dawn on him again, causing him to jolt 
upwards and straighten, scanning his surroundings alertly. There was a dim glow of unnatural 
purple and blue lights muddled in with some yellows coming from the entrance of the 
alleyway, though darkness enveloped most of the area he’d taken refuge in. Accompanied by 
the fact that it appeared to be night, the ceiling above his head probably contributed to the 
darkness. 


Okay, right. Still on an alien planet. 


The darkness made him want to bundle up in his thin sweatshirt and go back to sleep, but he 
felt the need to linger awake for at least a little, just to make sure it was still safe. 


Shifting his weight onto his legs, he moved up to a kneeling position, rolling his neck on his 
shoulders as an ache ran through his body. God, sleeping in that position had not done great 
things to his bones. Peeking up over the crate he’d been sleeping behind, he noticed that there 
were still groups of aliens walking back and forth outside the mouth of the alleyway, though 
it was hard to tell if it was still as crowded as it was in the day from here. 


Working up the courage to stand, he gingerly made his way to the exit of the alley, the 
bustling sounds that accompanied the day having died down considerably. It was enough that 
he noticed it, atleast. Apparently, this place didn’t close at night, as there were still a good 
amount of aliens crowding the walkways, the darkness not having dissuaded anyone. 
Though, unlike in the alley, the populated areas of this place were lit up similarly to how 
they’d been in the underground sector. Lamps he hadn’t noticed before glowed a comforting 
gold as aliens passed under them. 


There were other light sources as well though, not just the lamps. Neon signs decorated the 
buildings, ones he hadn’t even noticed were there when it’d been light out. Had they even 
been there? He didn’t remember seeing any. 


Another thing he didn’t remember seeing when it had been day were the TV screens that 
hung from the underside of the overhead walkways, unintelligible chatter coming from them 
while brightly colored images moved on the screen. All the scenery mixed together reminded 
him heavily of cyberpunk aesthetics—though again they were mixed oddly with old timey 
architecture. 


Peering closer at the TV screens, he noted that the same alien was on every screen. 
Sometimes it briefly changed to a logo of some sorts or a weird green looking alien, but 
every screen featured the same alien. They had a distinct mask on their face—a pixelated, 
cartoonish grin—and they were wearing what looked like a beanie? Okay, beanies are 
universal fashion, he guessed. He almost didn’t want to know what was under the mask, as 
with it the alien looked so painfully human. The weirdly human clothing accompanied by 


what looked like suspenders, all so human. If it weren’t for their weird clawed hands and 
feathers that spotted their forearms in places, he could’ve mistaken them for his own kind. 


Frowning, he peeked further out into the still crowded walkways. While noticeably not as 
populated as it was in the day, there was still an impressive number of aliens that habited the 
area. The one key difference he found though was that an alien he’d seen sparsely in the day 
was abundant here now. Tall, bioluminescent aliens littered the crowds, their movements 
methodical and slow in a way where they almost looked like they were wading through 
water. In some places they almost looked see-through, which Tommy thought was sort of 
cool. 


They sort of looked terrifying, but in a pretty way. 


Some of them were purple tinted, while others were blue. A few were gray, but they all 
ranged around those three colors. 


What Tommy was getting from this was that this place was quite different at nighttime. 
Directing his attention back upwards at the TV advertisements that filled the air with its 
cheery chattering, he found that the alien on screen wasn’t just speaking, but showing. A 
bunch of images were displayed across the screen consecutively, accompanied by words he 
couldn’t understand. He wasn’t exactly sure what he was looking at, but after a few loops of 
the same footage over and over again, he began to understand. 


They looked like instructions, and while he was sure he would’ve understood much better if 
he could understand the language, the images weren’t useless. It took him a few more loops 
to memorize what he was seeing. The masked alien would finish their boisterous 
advertisement, then they’d animatedly lean back and a cartoonish version of them would 
replace them and it would segue into an animated segment where the eerie cartoon character 
would point at a set of simplified pictures accompanied by arrows and everything. 


A certain symbol stood out to him when he didn’t fully comprehend the rest; a pixelated grin 
that matched the one on the alien's mask. The cartoon version of the alien would point to it 
animatedly before pointing to a simplified drawing that vaguely resembled a bullet train. 
After that, the footage would finish and loop once more. 


More alien lore that he was too tired to think about further. 


Ripping his gaze off the TV screen, he rubbed his eyes groggily as the bright neon lights of 
the screen burned his retinas just a little. He felt another bout of fatigue wash over him, and 
he was ready to curl back into the alleyway he’d claimed. The darkness that hung over the 
opening between the buildings was comforting. If he was more awake at the time he 
would’ve been displeased at the fact that this was further proof of his cockroach-like 
tendencies. 


Retreating back into the darkness, he settled back into the space behind the crates and curled 
up once more, the position lulling him further into exhaustion. Tucking himself into the 
corner that the wall and the crate created, he drifted off once more. 


Chapter End Notes 


once again tell me how the chapter is as always. not sure if iam happy with it but maybe 
thats because im a perfectionist 


also tell me how you guys feel about a pov switch in the same chapter because I was 
considering fitting in an SBI pov in this one but decided to save it for the next one. but 
like. stares 

also if anyone needs a better visual of what the medieval architecture is, 1 envisioned it 
to be tudor architecture “_* 

what else what else ummm idk anyways hope you guys know i have a sapnap bias for 
literally no reason ive never watched any of that mans content in my entire life. 


I think tommys' chapters are the hardest for me rn just bez there's literally no dialogue 
yet (yet) YET!!! 


Peacekeepers keep the peace 


Chapter Summary 


Eret has yet another meeting with SBI, and perhaps a new pov? (not perhaps. there is.) 


Chapter Notes 


when will i get better at summaries the answer is never Anyway enjoy another 6k 
chapter plus MORE ARTTT! 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Living on a ship was disorienting at first. 


The lights were always on—save for in their individual rooms in the crew quarters—there 
was no real sunlight, and everyone on board was a different species, so they all had varying 
sleep cycles. Tubbo and Ranboos’ species had different sleep cycles, but the two of them had 
spent enough time together that their schedules had molded together and they began growing 
tired at around the same time. Tubbo was thankful for this, as Ranboo benefited greatly from 
having a sleep buddy due to his enderwalking. 


Though this morning when Tubbo had awoken, Ranboo wasn’t at his side. Leaning off the 
mattress that he and Ranboo shared, he extended out a clawed hand to grab for his holotab. 
Groggily feeling around their bedside table, he found it after a few ticks of searching. 


The clocks on their holotabs and the clocks in the ships internal system had adjusted to the 
timezone of Asphia’s northern region by now. They hadn’t the previous day as the crew 
hadn’t planned on staying for more than a cycle, but it was necessary now. He hated adjusting 
to new timezones, having been content to run on the ships’ internal time cycle most of the 
time. 


Jetlag was such a bitch. 


Checking the time, it was around five in the morning. Ranboo didn’t wake up before this time 
too often, so a prickle of worry sprouted in Tubbos’ gut at his absence. Usually if he’d woken 
up at this time and Ranboo was still at his side, he’d just opt to go back to sleep, but his 
worry outweighed his fatigue. He’d always had a habit of assuming the worst, but it was 
more likely that Ranboo had just woken up early to join Techno in his workstation or head to 
the kitchen for something to eat. 


Slipping his wing protectors off, he stretched out the delicate forewings that buzzed 
involuntarily with movement. Jumping off the mattress, he didn’t even bother to turn on the 
lights in their quarters before pressing a palm on the sensor for the door and joining the rest 
of the ship. 


Padding down the ships’ halls, he distantly wished he’d brought a jacket with him. His 
simple tank top and sweats weren’t really cutting it when Wilbur insisted on changing the 
ships’ internal temperature to below freezing. Annoying, but he suspected that Wilbur didn’t 
even notice how frigid he’d made it. Another con of sharing a ship with several different 
species; none of them could ever agree on what temperature to keep the ship on. The subject 
of the thermostat was a touchy one in the SBI, a passive aggressive battle between crew 
mates. 


Wilbur was the only one of them who was nocturnal—well, more accurately, he just didn’t 
sleep. Phantoms seldom ever slept, though they got antsy when species other than their own 
laid awake during the night hours—So he was the only one with access to the thermostat at 
night, which was why it was always freezing when the crew woke. Distantly, he was plotting 
Wilburs’ demise—also possibly planning to create a device to lock Wilbur specifically out of 
the thermostat—but more presently, he was looking for Ranboo. 


He checked the recreation room, Technos’ workshop, and the bathing rooms, but no Ranboo. 
His final stop at the general quarters finally brought him results. Ranboo was leaning on the 
edge of the couch while chatting with Phil. Ranboo seemed to be wholly unbothered by the 
cold while Phil was bundled in thick robes, wings pressed firmly to his back. Approaching 
the two, Tubbo hopped up on the backside of the couch next to Ranboo, successfully startling 
him as evident by the sharp warble that emitted from beside him. “So, what’re we talking 
about, team?” 


Ranboo set him with a lighthearted glare while Phil chuckled, “Just Erets’ incoming call.” 


Tubbos’ antennae flicked, “Eret? Is that why you’re up so early, Phil?” Phil nodded, tucking 
his arms further into his chest. 


“We have another meeting with him this morning, though it’s not for another vari.” Phil gave 
an exhausted trill as his clawed hands curled around a cup of warm liquid. 


Tubbo turned his attention to Ranboo, sending him an accusing look while he crossed his 
arms, “Why didn’t you wake me up?” The confrontation made Ranboo shrug his shoulders 
up to meet his ears; 


“T didn’t think I’d be gone for long! I uh, just got caught up with Phil.” Ranboos’ voice 
pitched higher comically as he defended himself, “I was gonna come get you after.” 


“You abandoned me.” 


“You’re dramatic.” 


“I’m divorcing you.” 


“You’re married?” Phil cut in, looking rather puzzled by the two youngers’ exchange. 


“Not for long!” Tubbo huffed, though the traitorous uptick of his frown betrayed his apparent 
annoyance. Ranboo only rolled his eyes fondly, also unable to keep his own amusement 
down apparently. 


Their banter was interrupted as a side door to the general quarters slid open into the wall. 
Techno appeared on the other side, hair tousled by sleep. As always, his face was set into a 
neutral expression. Wilbur had claimed he was very expressive, just in the form of ‘micro 
expressions’ , but Tubbo thinks Wilbur was bullshitting him. 


He was broken out of his thoughts as Technos’ low monotone droning broke the silence, 
“Forced Wilbur to go change the thermostat to a normal temperature. He’ll be joinin’ us ina 
bit, dependin’ on how long his mopin’ takes.” Techno snorted. 


Phil and Tubbo both let out sighs of relief while Ranboo just looked indifferent. “Thanks, 
Tech.” Phil chuckled, visibly amused by his son's antics. 


It didn't take too long for Wilbur to show up and make their party of four a party of five, and 
it seems he had done his job as the chilly air inside the ship began to warm exponentially. 
Wilbur, always the dramatic one, complained heavily about it, but Tubbo hit him with a 

‘you ll live’, a shit-eating grin on his face . The minutes passed by quickly with all of them 
together, chattering about different topics and avidly dodging the topic of the mission while 
they did so. Talking about work when the day had barely started was draining, and it seemed 
like all of them knew this and didn't bring it up until the familiar ringing of a call met their 
ears. 


Their idle conversation came to a halt and Phil was quick to pick up. The Council icon 
flickered into the familiar face of Eret, though this time she was joined by another; Foolish, 
her right hand man. The both sat a bit back so Foolishs’ larger stature could fit in the frame. 
They both held a professional air to them, though it looked odd on Foolish as Tubbo had seen 
the man too many times out of work and he was anything but serious. 


“Philza and company,” Eret greeted in their usual courteous tone, Foolish nodding beside 
them. 


“Eret, Foolish.” Phil returned the greeting, folding his wings neatly against his back. 


“Meetings like these won't be too common, but with the recent development we have a few 
things to discuss.” Eret spoke, clasping their hands together with a dip of their head. “We'll 
continue to keep the matter from the public, as mass panic would only make it harder for us 
to detain the human safely, but we can still keep the people safe without them knowing.” 


Tubbo personally was more comfortable with the mission being undisclosed to the general 
population, as the public finding out about it would be stressful. Something about the thought 
was just uncomfortable. 


Foolish had papers in his grasp, gaze intermittently flitting to them as he began to speak, 
“With confirmation that the human has breached the Trade Center, the Council has discussed 
the matter and decided on deploying Peacekeepers.” The merling paused briefly as if to 
allow the crew to process. 


“Peacekeeper squad ‘P-12’ will be arriving planetside in approximately five varis, and we 
advise that you work with them.” 


Tubbo wasn't a huge fan of the idea of working with Peacekeepers, but he supposes that the 
extra eyes looking for the human could help. 


Phil however—seeming mildly displeased at first— lit up at the squad name, “P-12? Puffys’ 
team?” 


A nod. 


Oh. Well that changed things. 


They knew Puffy, she was a well renowned commander in the Peacekeepers, and while their 
reputation with the general public wasn't amazing, people trusted Puffy. 


Tubbo glanced over to Phil once again and saw he was sporting a smile, ““We can do that.” 


Eret seemed pleased, dipping his head as he clasped his hands together once more. “Great. 
We won't keep you, enjoy your morning.” And with that, the screen flickered back to the 
rotating Council icon. 


A beat of silence, then a groan. 


“T can't believe we gotta work with more government.” As expected, Techno was the one to 
complain. 


“Tt's Puffy, Tech.” 


I 


“It's the Peacekeepers.’ 


“Puffy’s making changes in the Peacekeepers,” Phil defended, crossing his arms. 


“Tt's a dumb name by the way, ‘Peacekeepers’ , they do not inspire peace,” Techno's 
monotone exasperation was laced with humor, but Tubbo knew the former was serious about 
it. 


Phil only sighed, “T'll do all the talking, you won't even have to speak to them.” He reassured 
with a smile. Techno grumbled and fiddled with his messy hair, unbraided and falling over 
his shoulders haphazardly. Phil was already heading over to presumably braid it, and by then 
Tubbo knew the conflict was over. 


With the day officially starting, Tubbo took a mental inventory of his tasks for the day, 
spacing out just a bit as he did. He’d already gotten access to the few cameras that were 
tucked around the Trade center, he just hadn’t gotten around to checking them yet. A hand on 
his shoulder snapped him out of his deep thoughts. Turning his gaze upwards, he was met 
with a smiling Wilbur. The phantom had an excited look on his face, the cartilage that made 
up his fins making a small sound as they flared. 


“Tubbo, you wanna come with me to the lab? It's human stuff.” His voice held an almost 
hushed excitement to it, like a kid in a candy store. Tubbos’ interest was piqued at ‘human’. 


Tubbos’ gaze instinctively went to find Ranboo, only to find the other contently speaking 
with Phil and Techno as the former braided the latters’ hair. The two of them made brief eye 
contact, Ranboos’ eyes crinkling up in a smile. Tubbo smiled back, relaxing. With Ranboos’ 
well being accounted for, Tubbo was comfortable heading off with Wilbur to his 
workstation. 


“Let's go bossman, lead the way.” Wilbur clapped his hands together with a pleased trill, 
already making his way to the sliding doors. 
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Tubbo always thought Wilburs’ lab was cool. He's always been passionate about his work, 
and Tubbo thinks that's mostly why his excitement was so contagious. 


The lab had a completely different vibe than the rest of the ship, though Tubbo supposed all 
their work stations did. Everything was sterile and organized, which Tubbo was appreciative 
about. Rifling through a few physical files on a counter, Wilbur turned around to lean his 
elbows on the quartz countertops. The furniture in Wilburs’ lab was properly scaled to his 
height— which was massive in Tubbos’ eyes —but at least the stools were adjustable. 


“Right, I know biology really isn't your thing, but I know you're just as curious about human 
biology as I am.” Wilbur grinned, teeth sharp. 


Tubbo couldn't deny that. Biology really wasn't his department, but he still found parts of it 
fascinating. He'd always been interested in the intricacies of intelligence in sentient beings, 
and that mixed with humans? He couldn't say he wasn't excited. He thoroughly enjoyed 
discussing theories with Wilbur, and if computer science and engineering hadn't outshined his 
other interests, he probably would've gotten further into biology than he had. 


“You got that right, bossman.” Tubbo grinned. 


“As you know, I have almost all the information on humans that's out there so far. I've 
gathered everything that's been researched throughout the orbits and compiled them all into a 
file, and I needed someone to discuss them with.” Wilbur paced, hands accompanying his 
words animatedly. 


“Welp, you've abducted the right crewmate for that task.” Tubbo snorted, to which Wilbur 
sent him a playfully offended glare. 


“It's not abduction, Tubbo, you willingly came.” 


“You coerced me.” 


“Willingly.”’ 


“Yeah, yeah, specifics,” Tubbo crossed his arms, taking a seat on one of the stools that lined a 
desk, (No he did not struggle with getting it to lower to his height.) “Now, gimme what you 
got, nerd.” 


He could hear Wilbur mumble a few variations of ‘hypocrite’ , a half suppressed chuckle 
escaping the taller man. Turning around, the phantom grabbed a flash drive from a computer 
behind him and plugged it into his holotab, pulling up several files on it and swiping through 
a few before presumably finding the one he was looking for. 


“Now, there's not much, but it's good enough for now. We're going to be the first people to 
actually get more information on a human in about sixty orbits! Hopefully we catch the 
human alive.” Wilbur spoke excitedly, uttering the last part as if it were an afterthought. 


Wilbur took a seat across from Tubbo at a different desk, not even having to struggle to hop 
up onto a stool. Bastard. Swiveling to face him, he looked up from his Holotab with a grin. 
“Alright,” 


“When you say ‘not much’, what do you mean?” Tubbo interjected with curiosity, squinting 
at the other man's holotab even though he couldn't make out anything coherent on it from his 
place across from him. 


“T mean not much. This is all I could find out of the leaked research from all those orbits ago. 
It's been a Jong time, and none of the researchers are left, so it's a miracle I even managed to 


salvage these.” 


“Huh.” Tubbo hummed, a smile threatening to bloom on his face at the prospect of being the 
first to potentially study a human in several orbits. Though, along with the giddiness came 
dread. Everyone knew why none of the previous researchers from the research center all 
those orbits ago were left alive. Everyone knew what happened to them, even with how hard 
the Galactic Council tried to control the information being leaked. There were only a handful 
of witnesses, and none of them were keen on keeping the horrors of the truth to themselves. 


He sometimes wonders that if the Galactic Council had had their way, no one would've ever 
found out about the negligence that led to the humans massacring an entire team. Of course, 
he couldn't blame Eret too much. Eret was new on the council all those orbits ago, fresh, and 
no one could've predicted how violent the humans would turn out to be. It was an accident, 
albeit a tragic one. 


“Well? Lay it on me, biology man.” 


“Don't call me that.” 


“Biology man,”’ 


With a roll of his eyes, Wilbur opened the file with a swipe of his fingers, ““Humans are a 
predator species of around medium height. They originate on the one planet able to house life 
in the ‘734-B system’ . They don't have the capacity for complex thought, but they're 
intelligent. Studies have shown that if agitated, they'll attack with their teeth’. Yeah, pretty 
sure we've figured that out.” Wilbur chuckled, and Tubbo thought back to the merling that the 
human had bitten. 


“Hey, didn't Eret mention the human having poison in its bite?” 


“It's venom, Tubbo, but yes. We can add the new info to the file after.” 


Tubbo only nodded, gesturing for Wilbur to continue. Wilbur cleared his throat, eyes falling 
back into the holotab, “‘Studies of dental structure leads us to believe that humans are 
omnivores, but they have refused to eat anything we give them.’” 


“Maybe it was because they were in a stressful environment? I know some animals can get 
too stressed to eat.” Tubbo suggested. 


Wilbur hummed in thought, “Maybe...” tapping a claw on his knee, he continued, “‘The 
humans did not attack each other, but they did display aggression towards one another, 
occasionally getting into barking matches. Perhaps a sign of territorial behavior.’.” Wilbur 
winced, crossing his legs, “Aggressive even to each other? Fuck,” He let out a laugh. White 
iris’s on green sclera studied the file for a few more silent beats before an indecipherable 
click escaped from between his lips. 


Tubbo raised a brow, sending Wilbur a questioning look. Wilbur only slumped his shoulders, 
turning the holotab off with a flick of his wrist, “And,” He let out a breath, “that’s all I 
have.” 


“Huh, that really wasn t much.” Tubbo leaned back, the edge of the counter digging into his 
backside. 


“Tt feels like less than I remember.” Wilbur snorted, carding a hand through his hair, “Well, 
we can add more of what we’ve observed from the human as we go.” 


“T suppose,” Tubbo was silent for a brief moment before furrowing his brows, “The files 
mentioned that they had multiple humans in captivity? Humans? Plural?” He sounded out the 
‘s’ on ‘humans’ exaggeratedly, curiosity clear in his voice. 


“Yeah, it never really specified how many, but yeah.” Tubbo frowned. 


“And they all didn’t respond to the translator?” Humans being an intelligent species 
incapable of complex reasoning and thought made sense, but an inkling of traitorous doubt 
still crept at the back of his mind. He’d just explained to Techno yesterday how species like 
them and species like the Manikeer were different, of how intelligent species like the 


Manikeer and a few other animals could fool someone with their cleverness, could fool 
someone into believing they were capable of complex thought, but something about the 
humans’ actions were strange. Off. 


They could all be easily chalked up to advanced problem solving skills, a necessary skill for a 
predator. Predators needed to be able to understand how to properly hunt their prey, how to 
outsmart them, how to adapt to their behaviors and trick them, even without complex thought 
—but something just felt weird about it. 


“Nope. That part was public information, since the news of a new planet was big.” Wilbur 
hummed, eyes holding a distant look to them as if he were recalling a memory, “People 
wanted to know if there’d be a new species to join us, but the Galactic Council had to give 
them the bad news that humans were just another animal species. Close to sentience, but not 
enough.” Wilbur almost seemed wistful by the end. 


Maybe Tubbo was overthinking this. Earth was a deathworld, and deathworlds seldom ever 
had intelligent life thrive on them. Netheris was the exception, and every other instance of a 
deathworld had been met with breathable air but unlivable terrain. And while the species that 
hailed from Netheris were still stigmatized for the planet they had evolved on, no species 
from Netheris had massacred an entire team of researchers during their first meeting. Sure, 
Piglins were instinctually territorial, but the violence seen from humans was only ever seen 
elsewhere on viscous animals— not from a species capable of reasoning. Every instance of 
violence that came from an intelligent species was one that originated from reason, no matter 
how warped their reasoning was. 


Animals however, their violence came from a deep instinctual need to survive, and where 
reasoning was absent, animalistic instinct took its place. Humans fell into that category. 


The two of them sat in thoughtful silence. 


“Do you think humans are the apex predator on their planet?” 


Tubbos’ sudden question surprised a laugh from Wilbur, causing Tubbos’ mouth to tick 
upwards into a ghost of a smile. “Where did that come from?” 


“Well they seem really aggressive and shit...” Tubbo trailed off. Wilbur seemed to lighten at 
the change of pace in the conversation, wistful expression turning back into one of 
excitement, an expression belonging to a man who was passionate about his work. 


“Possibly, but the aggression and defensive nature could possibly suggest there was 
something else for the humans to be afraid of.” 


Tubbo shuddered at that. Something a Auman was scared of? Wilbur spoke up again, 
“Though wild animals tend to be defensive and fearful despite their place on the food chain,” 
Raising a claw to tap on the side of his head, he grinned, “Remember? Lack of complex 
reasoning.” 


Tubbo huffed out a laugh, “Yeah, yeah.” 


Another thought sprouted though as he registered Wilburs’ previous words, “Why does the 
human wear clothing?” 


“No, no, I’ve thought about that too!” Wilbur brightened, visibly pleased with the discussion, 
“It was a bit weird to me at first when I first saw the footage, but think about it. It makes 
sense,” Tubbo raised a brow as he waited for an explanation. “A few of the more intelligent 
animal species utilize accessorization to aid their survival, and since humans lack fur on the 
majority of their body, they discovered the use of clothing. The footage was a bit shit, but you 
saw how flimsily made the clothing looked.” Wilbur finished with a chuckle, a sparkle in his 
eyes. 


Tubbo was equally as fascinated by the explanation Wilbur offered, brows furrowed in 
thought, “Do you think in a few hundred more orbits that humans could evolve to the point of 
intelligence like us?” 


Wilbur was silent for a beat, as if considering the possibility. “I think so. Maybe we caught 
them too early.” Wilbur gave a sad smile. 


“Aw,” Tubbo frowned, “I’d be pissed if that were me.” Wilbur giggled at his words, pattering 
his hands on his knees. 


“Me too.” 
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Sapnap fucking hates Asphia. 


It’s just not a great planet—like, why is it this cold everywhere? 


He silently curses the fact that the Asphia Trade Center is well renowned and aims to cater to 
every species with its internal temperature. It couldn’t even be a /ittle warmer in this dump 
because apparently some species couldn’t handle the higher heat. Personally, he thinks they 
should suck it up, but he’d never say it out loud. It wouldn’t be a great look for him, and his 
reputation is already down in the pits of Netheris due to the fact he’s a Develish. 


The only redeeming factor to this frigid hellscape was that Las Nevadas resided here. Is he 
biased? A little. Is he ashamed of it? Not at all. 


Him and the rest of the Hunters had only just arrived at the Trade Center, so he hadn’t had 
time to visit Quackity just yet, but he was already planning an excuse in his head to ditch the 
bounty briefly to go visit his fiance. The bounty was paying a fuck ton—it was a mission to 
find the idiot who had tried to assassinate Vera; a Netheris world leader—but he didn’t get to 
see Quackity often. He was sure he could fit some time in to drop by Las Nevadas, maybe 
after they’d caught their bounty. Plus, they already knew where the assassin was thanks to the 
tracker that George had snuck onto them, they just needed to plan out the chase and they’d be 
set. 


Even though they knew where their prey was, the more slippery prey required a bit more 
planning, especially if they had fled to such a populated place like Asphia. They’d have to 
take into account things like minimizing collateral damage, making sure they don't cause a 
scene, and making sure their prey has no way to exit the arena they’d unknowingly chosen 
for themselves. And, bounty hunting wasn’t exactly a Council sponsored occupation. If they 
were caught by any government officials they’d be thrown into Pandora, so they had to be 
quick in and out. 


They’d be preoccupied with planning out the hunt for the first day, so they didn’t really need 
Sapnap at the moment. He was just interested in the chase, and it also happened to be the part 
he was good at, so it all worked out. 


While he rarely ever participated during the planning process, he was in charge of a different 
part of preparation; reconnaissance. He’d scout out the area and report all possible routes and 
hindrances. Though, apparently they were taking a detour because at the moment he was 
rifling through the busy streets of the Trade Center with Callahan, hunting for something to 
eat. Not that he was complaining about food. 


Dream had sent the two of them out like dogs to go find lunch for the team while the rest of 
them set up properly for the hunt. Dream insisted he couldn’t come with them because his 
input was integral for the mission, but Sapnap half suspected that it was just an excuse to 
hang around George like a lost puppy. 


Absentmindedly adjusting the gas mask and goggles on his face, he scanned his eyes over the 
sea of heads. Food was one of the lesser sold categories at the Trade Center, mostly because 
the people that rented out stands and stores couldn’t afford to stay more than a cycle or two, 
and food had a time limit. 


During their search, he felt vines of tension creep up his neck, an unknown pressure 
blanketing the area. He couldn’t pinpoint the cause, but something in the air was out of kilter. 
People were being wary, he could see it in their eyes and in their posture. The atmosphere 
was thick with tension, and whenever his gaze would fall on a vendor he’d see just how on 
edge they were. It was a subtle realization, and if he were more oblivious, not as well-trained 
as he was, he might’ve gone ignorant. 


Before he had time to really process why the Trade Centers’ harmony had been thrown so out 
of whack, Callahan turned to him and shrugged his shoulders up his neck, miming a variety 
of different vague gestures towards him. He wasn’t exactly fluent in Callahan, that was 
Hannahs’ thing, but Sapnap sent his own set of shrugs and non verbal gestures back to the 
taller in a silent charade. 


The two continued in a silent back and forth exchange until somewhere along the way they’d 
agreed to split up. He’s entirely unsure of how it happened, but now he was carding through 


the crowds of people alone to find them some decent lunch. He distantly wondered how long 
it’d take for him to make his way down to the train station and just get lunch at Las Nevadas, 
but the thought was interrupted as he caught sight of a familiar uniform. Gaze snapping to it, 
what he saw sent an uncomfortable twitch through his body. 


What the hell were Peacekeepers doing in the Trade Center? 


Peacekeepers were never sent out here, and he couldn’t remember the last time they had. 
Wading through the crowds, he made sure his face coverings were secure around his head. He 
had definitely found the reason as to why everyone in the Trade Center was so on edge. 
Peacekeepers didn’t just show up for no reason. This place loosely followed the guidelines of 
the law, but it’d all been built by the community. Government was rarely involved in the 
Trade Centers’ business, as long as the place didn’t fall into complete anarchy, they let them 
be with minimal supervision. Something must’ve happened. 


Fuck, he had to report this back to the Hunters. This was going to complicate their job a little. 
Subtly turning back to move in the opposite direction of the Peacekeepers, he kept an eye out 
for food vendors. He’d just have to hope Callahan sniffed something out, because this place 
was a maze despite its symmetrical and copypasted architecture. He did not visit this place 
nearly enough to memorize where everything was, and it was almost impossible to do so in 
the first place as there was seldom anything permanent here. 


Right when he was about to give up on his own individual search for food, he caught the 
whiff of a familiar scent. Someone was cooking hoglin meat nearby. It couldn’t have been on 
the floor he was on, as he had literally walked around the entire ring twice, but it was close. 
Leaning over the edge of the railing, he peered down at the level below him to see if he could 
find the source. Squinting, his vision became more defined. Sharp eyes carding through each 
tent and building alike, he was disappointed to find that it yielded no results. 


He still could smell it though, the distinct smell of hoglin meat. 


Right, well now he had to find it. Peacekeepers be damned. Dream never liked the natural 
spiciness that came with hoglin meat, but Dream could suck it up. It was good. He hadn’t had 
good spicy food in ages, and everyone else on the team seemed to like it too. They usually 
had to water the spiciness down with additional ingredients as most species—save for 
netherborn—just physically couldn’t handle the heat that came with hoglin meat, but 
nonetheless it was a popular dish. 


He’d find them lunch while simultaneously pissing off Dream, and then haul ass back to the 
ship. 


Good plan, Sapnap, good plan. Descending down the ramps to the lower level, the smell 
immediately grew stronger. Like a bloodhound, he sniffed out the source in a matter of 
seconds. A Blazeish elder was manning a food stand, displaying rows and rows of hoglin 
meat on skewers. While Netheris didn’t have the greatest reputation in some crowds, their 
food was well renowned and heavily sought after. Sapnap thought it was bullshit that people 
could treat them like a joke and still eat their food without a second thought. 


Whatever. Approaching the stand, he found he was easily the tallest there. He never liked 
standing out, at least not in this context. He could just fee/ the apprehensive looks he was 
getting, the glances to his horns from people who thought they were being subtle. He’d learnt 
to ignore them, but it didn’t stop a fiery annoyance from bubbling up in his gut. The Blazeish 
elder thankfully seemed to be pleased by his presence, the dull glow of their skin brightening 
to a warm simmer. 


“You accept digital? Or just hard coin?” Sapnap stuck his hands in his pockets, fiddling with 
the few physical pieces of currency he decided to bring just in case. 


“Hard coin, please.” The vendor smiled. Sapnap dug through his pockets for a handful, gaze 
falling back on the Vendor briefly, “How much?” 


“Six for one, twelve for a meal.” 


“T’ll take a meal.” Sapnap slid twelve rectangular coins across the table which the vendor 
happily took. The vendor turned on their heel to grab a box from behind them, fiddling with 
it briefly before swiveling back to slide four cooked hoglin pork chops off the display and 
into the box, removing the skewers before stacking them neatly. 


The vendor handed over the container with a dip of their head, clawed hands retracting so as 
to not damage the box. The container was in his grasp for about five seconds when a sudden 
blur of movement from beside him caught his attention. There was now an empty spot where 


a hoglin porkchop had once laid untouched on the display, said porkchop now in the grasp of 
a small hooded figure. 


The vendor also seemed to notice, stiffening for a brief moment before rushing over to the 
table to try and reach over, “Hey!” 


The hooded thief wasted no time booking it from where they stood, almost immediately 
disappearing into the crowds of people. “You need to pay!” The vendor was very audibly 
miffed. 


Sapnap was not about to allow someone to steal from this poor elder, a Netherian elder. 
Sending the Blazeish a nod, the Hunter began his pursuit after the thief, the small figure 
easily distinguishable from the taller heads in the crowd. The thief seemed to be aware of the 
chase, as they didn’t slow down, not even once. He fought back the instinct to apologize to 
the bystanders he’d shouldered and bumped into so as to not lose sight of his target. Ender, 
this guy was quick. Sapnap could bet he had the better stamina though. 


Tailing the thief through various obstacles and through the sea of people, they ended up on 
the level below the one they’d started on. He’d briefly lost sight of the thief and he’d thought 
it was over for him, but they popped up back into visibility on the other side of a few taller 
figures a few moments later, dipping into a shadowy alleyway. A sharp grin bloomed on his 
face when he realized he had the thief cornered. 


His sprint slowed into a confident amble, hands slipping into his pockets as he stalked in after 
the thief, blocking the only exit to the alley. “If you’re gonna steal, at least don’t end up 
trapping yourself in a dead end.” His tone was taunting. He ignored the small part of him that 
cringed at the fact he sounded like a Peacekeeper. 


The figure whipped around, posture defensive and stiff. Now that they weren’t in the middle 
of a chase, Sapnap could properly take in their appearance. Shorter than him by about a foot 
or more if he estimated right, shabby clothing, dull fingers... 


Horns? 


No other species had horns like that, unless you counted Enderian royalty, but this thief did 
not resemble an Enderman, and they sure as hell didn’t resemble royalty. No offense. He 
couldn’t properly see their horns from their place hidden under their hood, but as his gaze 
trailed back to their dull fingers he could put two and two together well enough. A majority 
of species had clawed fingers, but Develish and Blazeish were the only known species with 
blunt nails. The thief was frozen stiff in what Sapnap could only assume was fear, but all 
Sapnap could think about was the fact that their fingers didn't have that telltale soot-stained 
tips that signaled a mature Develish. And they were small . At least for a Develish. 


Fuck, was this a kid? 


Netherborn didn't travel off Netheris often, as it was difficult to get back and they were 
always treated better by their own. Where was this kids’ parents? Were they stranded? Was 
that why they were stealing? 


“Uh,” He began intelligently, “Hey,” He spoke awkwardly, extending a hand out in a 
placating manner. The kid didn't respond well to it, taking a step back and barking out 
something in a language he couldn't understand or even recognize. Shit, did they not have a 
translator? Off planet? Maybe that was his fault for not bothering to become multilingual 
before completely relying on the translators, but he knew Netheris common and Galactic 
common, so it was odd that this kid knew neither. He chalked it up to the fact that most 
people who didn't need it for jobs only ever learnt one language. Maybe it was a dialect. 


Fuck. This kid was alone in a place where their species wasn't taken kindly to, and without a 
translator. And it was fucking cold! Another strike for this awful planet. 


He wasn't sure how to handle this situation, how could he communicate to them that he 
wanted to help? Surely they'd see that they were one in the same and would calm down— 


He didn't even get to finish his thought before the kid was shoving past him with a surprising 
amount of strength for a Develish youngling. He reached a hand out for them but was too 
late, fingers only brushing the end of their hood. 


He called after them, but the moment had passed. They'd disappeared into the sea of people 
once again and Sapnap could only silently recover from his shock as he stared after the 
direction they'd gone in. Fuck. 


Fuck! Why'd he let them go? How was he supposed to focus on the bounty now that he knew 
one of his own was just out here, alone? Especially a kid. Kids didn't belong in the Asphia 
Trade Center, at least not young ones. The Trade Center wasn't a place to bring your young 
for sightseeing, it was easy to get lost. This place had at /east twenty levels. 


The box of Hoglin meat he had tucked under his arm felt heavier now. He hoped they didn't 
go hungry here. Shit, he had a job to do. He couldn't get derailed just because of one kid. As 
much as it tugged on his conscience, he just had to move on and focus back on the reason he 
came to Asphia in the first place. Taking a deep breath, he pulled out his communicator to 
send a message to Callahan. 


Tucking the incident to the back of his mind, he fell back into the sea of people, tucking the 
container further into his chest and relishing in the warmth. 
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Fuck. 


Really the only thing going through his mind at the moment. To be fair, it was a step up from 
his state prior; pure hysterics. He was still reeling from his encounter with the alien from 
before. Sure, he'd been chased at least twice now by aliens, but none of them had ever caught 
him. Well, he hadn't exactly been caught , but he'd been cornered. Terror had washed over 
him in the moment and he'd just yelled obscenities at the alien they surely hadn't understood, 
but it was all he knew how to do. The weapon he'd nabbed the day prior had felt heavier in 
his pocket at that moment, but he hadn't dared to use it. 


Currently, he was pacing nervously in a different alleyway a few levels down from where the 
incident had taken place. The only thing he could think about was how fall the alien had 
been, and how close it was to catching him. The paranoia he'd been slowly getting over had 
come back full force and he was now constantly looking over his shoulder. He couldn't shake 
off the fear that the alien would come back to get him, or he'd be recognized out in the streets. 
He felt like a criminal. Well, he was, but the fear of being sent to space jail was actually 
present now. Any confidence or feelings of security he'd built up had been washed away like 
a wave to a sandcastle. The taste of the weird meat he’d stolen had been soured by his nerves 
too. 


He couldn't bring himself to linger on the fact that the alien hadn't immediately attacked him 
or apprehended him. He couldn't tell if the alien had been angry in the moment or not due to 
the mask they'd been wearing. He just had to assume they were, playing it safe and all. He 
knew why they were chasing him. He'd stolen—but it was hard to feel guilty for it when it 
was pretty much out of his hands. It was no fault of his that he ended up in this situation, and 
sustenance was a pretty important part of his survival. 


And if that wasn’t a taxing enough situation, he noted that just a few minutes earlier he'd seen 
a bunch of tall aliens in uniforms carding through the crowd, something he knew hadn't been 
there before. They almost looked like they were wearing armor, but it wasn't the riot gear he'd 
familiarized himself with on Earth. Their armor was a dark purple color that resembled 
medieval wear, but mixed with futuristic tech. They stood out from the rest of the aliens, and 
frankly, they scared the shit out of him—despite being cool. The sudden appearance of the 
soldier-looking aliens after his little incident didn’t help with his paranoia. He avidly stayed 
away from those aliens. 


He could feel an oncoming migraine brewing in his head, something he was very displeased 
about. 


Bringing a hand up to press at his temples, he groaned, leaning on the wall to his left. What 
was he going to do now? If he didn't feel safe before, he couldn't even find a word to describe 
how he felt now. He felt exposed and in the spotlight. There was a chance that maybe nothing 
else would happen, that he could continue scavenging and stealing, but how Jikely was it that 
that would be the case? Realistically, it wasn't likely. He hadn't even been here a day and a 
half and he's already been cornered. (Though, the days here seemed to drag out longer than 
he was used to. Maybe it was just from his perspective, but it was off putting.) 


Maybe he could lay low for a little? Fuck, how much lower could he lay, really? Starving for 
a few days was fine, but he'd have to eat sometimes. All he knew was that he didn't feel 
secure on the higher levels at the moment. The bright sunlight that accompanied the day time 
made him feel exposed, and he hated it. He dreaded the day he'd actually have to confront his 
issues head on and fight someone. He hadn't really fought anyone yet, mostly doing a lot of 
running, but the possibility was very real and very scary. God, ‘scary’ was such a pussy ass 
word. He felt like a child. 


Ceasing his pacing to cautiously peek out of the alley, he weighed his options. He didn't have 
many he could think of, but one of them was wandering down to the lower levels of this 
place again to loiter underground like a mole rat. He'd been up here for awhile anyway, he's 


pretty sure if he leaned over the edge of the railings and looked upward he could see where 
the building ended. 


Puffing out his cheeks in thought, he reached a hand up to fidget with his hood once more 
before falling back into the crowd. Walking helped him think, pacing really only ever made 
his anxiety rise. He's not sure why he did that. 


Already making his way down the levels, he continued to mull over his options. Exploring 
the underground further was the most appealing one, but what if he got lost down there and 
couldn't make his way back up? There weren't that many signs around here that he could 
understand. Actually, now that he's thinking about it, he's barely seen any signs at all. The 
only one he'd remembered seeing was a simple ceiling sign that hung on the first surface 
level—it had a weird symbol he couldn't recognize. He hadn't thought much about it then. 


Another option was toughing it out up here and continuing to steal, but it felt reckless. At this 
point it was less of an option to him and more of a scary what-if. He had gotten so lost in his 
thoughts that he'd barely noticed he'd made it down to the first level. Gaze falling outward to 
study the plaza briefly, he turned his attention upwards to try and find the sign he'd thought 
about just moments before. It took a bit of searching, but he did eventually find it. It hung 
almost right above where the entrance to the underground was. 


Once again, he couldn't figure out what the symbol was supposed to represent. It just looked 
like meaningless shapes to him, though there were arrow looking symbols facing downwards 
on either side of the shape. His best guess was a bullet, but that didn't make sense. It was 
shaped like a bullet, but it wasn't detailed enough for him to really make heads or tails of it. 
His second best guess was ‘weird space car’, as when he looked closer he could make out 
faint lines dividing the shape into fourths. 


Shaking his head, he continued forward until he was right in front of the ramp leading to the 
below. Throwing a final glance over his shoulder, he made his way down. 


The familiar sight of the dim lighting and one way street met his eyes, and while he hadn’t 
noticed it before, it was colder down here. He hadn’t really given himself the time to explore 
down here, but now that he was more ‘comfortable’ in this place it just felt like a good 
direction to head in. The atmosphere was different down here, but it lessened his nerves. The 
shadows combined with the busy crowds made him feel safer, oddly enough. Lots of people 


meant less attention on him, and more people minding their own business. He entertained the 
thought of this place thinning out eventually, but it just made his nerves rise again. 


Besides the overthinking, exploring was fun, if he ignored the anxiety. He absently wondered 
if there were therapists in space. 


Walking down the wide corridor that was the street didn’t last long, as after a good deal of 
walking he noticed that a single building marked the end of the streetway. His steps faltered, 
but only for a moment as his eyes caught the absence of a wall to the left of the dead end. 


Picking up the pace, he turned the corner and was met with a jarring view. 


The streets immediately merged with the sturdy stone brick of a balcony identical to the 
balconies above, and after further observation he discovered that they were overhead 
walkways dropping down several levels. Leaning over the edge of the balcony, he noted that 
the entire surface section of this place looked like it had been copy pasted down here. It was 
nearly identical, just, underground. He’s not sure why the walkway down here didn’t just 
immediately lead here, but maybe the architects didn’t fully plan this through before they just 
began building. The thought made him involuntarily snort. 


Instead of the glass dome that covered the top of the surface section, there was just a plain 
flat ceiling here. The one major thing that separated the undergrounds’ appearance from the 
surfaces, was that in the center—where there had been nothing above, there were walkways 
and bridges spanning across the gaps in the middle, giving the place a more cluttered and 
messy look. Just like the surface, this place was massive. It felt stuffier here since it was 
underground, or maybe it was just because the crowds felt more populated here. Everyone's 
voices fusing together into an unintelligible heap of noise was both comforting and served to 
further irritate his headache. 


One upside to this place was that he didn’t see any weird armored aliens here yet. Yet. 


He should really keep moving. Fuck, if he’d just gone the opposite direction when he’d first 
gotten here he would’ve ended up in here first. Not that he wanted that to be the case, but it 
only further made him queasy with how much he didn’t know about the area he was in. 


Continuing to push his way through the crowds of people, another sign caught his eye. Partly 
because it glowed dimly, partly because he was currently hypervigilant. It was similar to the 
singular sign he’d seen above, but this time a familiar symbol accompanied it. Didn t he see it 
on that weird ad he’d seen the other night? The one with the pixelated smile? 


Now, should he really follow signs he doesn’t understand? Ehhhh. But he was also curious. 
Honestly, he wasn’t even going to bother trying to force feed reason into his decisions. At 
this point he was just letting the current decide his destination. And if that current was 
curiosity? Such is life. 


Firmly deciding to go along with his ‘fuck it’ attitude, he studied the sign further and let his 
gaze trail to where the arrows were pointing. Still pointing down. Or forwards? Really hard 
to tell. He quickly found the staircase down the levels and searched for another sign. He came 
up with nothing on this level. Okay, unhelpful. He wasn’t sure if this meant he needed to 
keep going down or if this meant his destination was above him on the level prior, but his gut 
led him further downward. He’s never been the best with following signs, and it didn’t help 
that he couldn’t read them. 


Making his way down a level once more, he was pleased to be met with results this time. 
Scanning the undersides of the balconies, he spotted another sign. He parted his way through 
the crowds to get closer, and once he had gotten to it he leaned on the railing so as to not be 
standing in the way of literally everyone. 


It was identical to the previous sign, but this time the arrows were different. They pointed to 
the left, and as his gaze followed the directions of the arrows he soon came to understand 
why. He’s not sure how he missed it before, but there was an opening directly adjacent to the 
sign, and it led to stairs. The stairs didn't descend too great a distance, only going few feet 
down where they sat on tiled flooring. He couldn’t see anything else other than that, so the 
only thing to really do would be to check it out for himself. 


There was already a steady flow of people ascending and descending the stairs, though the 
ratio of ascents to descents was stark enough to the point where it was noticeable. Most of the 
aliens were entering, and few were exiting. He hesitantly decided to take that as a good thing. 
After he’d finished his cautious observations, he apprehensively joined the stream of aliens 
heading downward. 


He wasn’t exactly expecting to be met with what looked like a metro. 


The first thing he noticed was that there was no train, or whatever the alien equivalent would 
be. There were crowds of people waiting on the sidelines while a faceless voice accompanied 
by a ding rang above them. Compared to the haphazardly put together state of the rest of this 
place, the station looked relatively clean. It didn’t match the aesthetic of the buildings 
outside, which he supposed made sense, as it was a metro, (Presumably). He had fallen into 
the rows of waiting aliens without noticing it at first, and when he did a part of him seized 
nervously. Boarding random trains to unknown locations wasn’t really on his to-do list for 
today, but if he didn’t like his destination he could just come back, right? He was planning to 
wander around for a bit, stay away from the surface, so this would solve that problem. 


Looking around further, he noticed that the pixelated smile he’d seen before was painted 
neatly on the walls. He’s unsure if it was meant to be welcoming or unnerving. Were smiles a 
universal thing? Somewhere along the way, he'd become rather parched and his mouth was 
uncomfortably dry. He's not sure if it was because of all the cardio he'd done or something 
else. He silently cursed himself for not investing in finding a container for water before 
deciding to migrate to a new area entirely. 


His thoughts were interrupted when the ding followed by the disembodied voice rang over 
them once again. He could see aliens around him shifting at that, picking up bags and 
adjusting straps on their backs. He could even see one alien tap the top of a weird metal 
looking case, causing it to gently hover above the ground. What the fuck. 


Turning his attention back forward, he was briefly worried he’d need a ticket or something, 
but he brushed those worries off in favor of just crossing that bridge when he came to it. 


The longer he stayed here, the more he was becoming a ‘in the moment’ kind of guy. 


He was brought back to the present when a faint whirring noise met his ear. It really was 
faint, and if he had been paying attention any less he probably wouldn’t have noticed it. He 
couldn’t pinpoint where exactly the noise was coming from, but his answer came to him not 
too long after in the form of something he already half expected; a train. Well, it looked like a 
train. And it functioned as one, so, train. It didn’t look like the usual trains he’d ridden 
before. It was smoother, rounder, similar to a bullet train, and instead of riding on railings 
below it, it hung from above. It was nearly soundless, and he’d almost been startled by its 
appearance. 


Nervously waiting with the rest of the crowd, (Though they probably weren’t as lost as he 
was,) he watched as the doors slowly opened. They didn’t open in the conventional way he 
was used to. They slid up into the top of the train, separating into several parts beforehand to 
curve properly with the train. He could count the number of people that exited the train on 
both hands, and they didn’t take their time doing so. Eyes trailing to the crowds beside him, 
he distantly grimaced at the fact that this train would be packed. 


There was only a brief moment of internal panic between him standing there frozen and him 
entering the train along with the other aliens. He’d barely thought it through before following 
the stream of people in, only deciding after the fact that this was the outcome he wanted. Yep, 
this was the outcome he desired. No need for further consideration at all. 


The seating areas in the train had been quickly taken up, but he didn’t mind standing. As the 
train doors began to close, doubts began to sprout in his head. Why was he only having 
doubts now, when he was on the train!? Fuck. Where was this thing going? He felt like he’d 
been plunged into unknown waters yet again, but this time he’d done it to himself. He felt 
like a lost child in a mall, wandering aimlessly. Not that he was a child. He could only hope 
that this train ride didn't last more than three days, or he'd die of thirst. 


Thinking about it, was the three day rule even real? He'd never really fact checked it, just 
believing it without a second thought. He just had a hard time believing he'd die in three days 
if he didn't have water. He could understand like, a week, but three days? He didn't know 
about other humans, but personally he thinks he could survive more than three days without 
water, even though his dry mouth protested. 


The train had begun to move, but he barely felt it. The only tell that they’d begun their 
journey was the moving scenery outside the window. Being here, standing still with everyone 
else, it felt odd. He wasn’t used to things being so stationary lately, and now that they were, 
he had a good chance to get a look at the people around him. But that also meant they could 
get a good look at him. Self consciously raising a hand to lower his hood, he surveyed his 
surroundings. No one was looking his way, most minding their own business or chattering 
away idly with their neighbor. 


The scenery outside remained stagnant and unchanging since they’d entered the dark tunnel. 
He hoped it wouldn’t be a long ride. He didn’t want to have to resort to sitting on the ground, 
that’d be embarrassing. 


Tucking his arms into his chest, he did the only thing he could and got comfortable. God, 
what had he gotten himself into? 
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They've returned the ship back to their reserved landing space, no longer having a need to be 
stationed outside. Phil, in all honesty, is stressed. The arrival of the Peacekeepers is both 
reassuring and disconcerting, and he's unsure of which feeling to settle on. It's not like they're 
doing nothing; Tubbo is searching the security feed throughout the trade center, Wilbur's 
been going through the information he's garnered on humans (even though Phil doesn't 
understand a lot of it,) but Phil can't help but feel antsy. 


At the moment, he's preparing to take off to meet with the Peacekeeper commander, Puffy. 
Techno had offered to come with him, but Phil knew he didn't really want to, so he insisted it 
was alright for the piglin to remain back on the ship. Techno must've trusted his ability to 
take care of himself as he didn't push further than that. The Peacekeeper ship had landed in 
the same hangar the SBI had settled in, so Phil wouldn't have to travel far to meet the 
Commander. 


Wearing a heavy coat just to walk a few feet out of the ship felt just a little extra, but the 
hangars were always freezing, and he'd sacrifice a little of his presentability for comfort—and 
this was Puffy he was meeting with. They'd been friends for a long time, longer than he could 
remember, actually. While he did value professionalism in this job— it garnered respect —it 
wasn't like the addition of the coat was too hindering. He was just overthinking again. 


Discarding his favorite bucket hat to the side in favor of allowing a fluffy hood to fit over his 
head, he stood over the lift which began to slowly lower after he'd pressed the button. The 
chill that came with the wide and vast hangar bit at the little amount of skin he had showing. 
Rifling through his pockets for his communicator, he briefly scanned over the messages from 
Puffy. The Peacekeeper ships were recognizable anywhere, but the one that Puffy and her 
team had used to get here was an undercover ship. The Peacekeepers didn't intend to hide 
their presence, but Puffy herself always insisted on traveling in ships that didn't yell 
‘Government’ with their paint job. She had said something about it being more discreet. 


Eyes studying each ship in the hangar individually, he couldn't spot the ship he was looking 
for at first. Even if he simply looked harder he wouldn't have been able to. It was only with 
Puffys tall stature waving at him from beneath a standard looking gray ship. 


Unable to suppress a smile, he began his trek over towards the Commander. “Commander 
Puffy,” 


“Philza,” They'd both used their more formal titles, though it was clear in both of their tones 
that it'd been done in jest. 


“How was your flight in?” He's now standing in front of her, and even though she stands a 
good foot taller than him, her imposing figure had long since given him reason to be nervous. 


“Smooth sailing.” Her cheery voice didn't match her attire; a Peacekeeper uniform, helmet 
and all. 


“Glad to hear it,” He catches himself before he can lose himself in small talk, but he's sure 
Puffy would've reigned the both of them in if he didn't. Sighing, he spoke again, “Let's not 
waste time, shall we?” 


Puffy nodded, exhaling as she did. Though he was unable to see her expression, he could tell 
she was smiling. She'd always done those specific exhales when she’d smile, and he'd known 
her long enough to recognize them by ear. 


The Peacekeeper commander waved an arm, beckoning Phil to the back of the ship. The two 
of them stood in silence, facing what he knew to be the bulk cargo hold entrance. Without 
even having to lift a finger, the hangar door to her ship began to lower down to the ground. 
Once it was securely on the ground, Puffy made her way up the ramp and Phil took that as his 
cue to follow. As the two boarded the ship, he noted that the inside was completely different 
than the outside. Even though it was just the cargo hold, there were a lot more tells that this 
was a military ship in here than out there. Only one other person was in the bay with them, 
and they'd only given them a fleeting glance before returning to their work on a computer. 


The door behind them began to churn and groan as it signaled it's closing once more, and 
with that, Puffy pressed her hands on both sides of her helmet to slide it off. Her thick and 
plentiful hair spilled out as she lifted the helmet fully off her head, her companionable smile 
that was previously hidden was now on full display. Phil wasn't sure how she fit all her hair 
in that helmet, but he wasn't about to question the physics behind it. 


Giving her head a good shake from side to side, her curly locks of hair fell to her shoulders. 
“Work.” She let out a deep sigh as she began. 


“Work,” He parroted, giving her an easy smile. Clasping his clawed hands together, he 
walked a few paces forward to stand adjacent to the hangar door. “You first, or me?” 


“T'll start,” All four of her eyes crinkled as she spoke. Crossing her arms, her gaze trailed off 
elsewhere, “At the moment I'm having my team patrol the Greater Sector of the trade center, 
just to let the public know we're here.” She paused, raising her forearm to check her holotab, 
“If they remain on schedule...they should be back in another varis.” 


Phil nodded along to her words, gesturing for her to continue. 


“Not sure if you discussed this with Eret, but we'll just be handling patrol and security. You 
and your team are doing the actual searching.” She twirled a hand as she spoke, moving it to 
rest on her hip. 


“Got it.” He paused, “So, how're you taking the news of the human?” The word on his tongue 
had gotten less heavy, but some of its weight came back as he spoke to Puffy. 


Puffy grimaced, “I wanted to think Eret was joking, but she never jokes during work hours. 
And she's always working.” Puffy finished with a faint chuckle. “It was hard to break it to the 
team. They all thought I was joking at first, refused to believe me.” 


“Yeah it's—it’s pretty wild.” Phil agreed with a weary smile. 


“Though it's just one, yeah?” Puffy didn't look all too perturbed, “It's all of us against it, and 
from the footage I saw it didn't ook too big.” Puffy had always been the optimist, and 
honestly Phil could see her reason here. They'd all been shocked at first, worried, but 
realistically, they could handle it. The task had first seemed imposing, but now it just felt 
challenging. The humans assumed intelligence mixed with its strength was scary, but it was 
something they could deal with given they were prepared. It was a privilege that the victims 
before them hadn't been granted. 


“Yeah, the only problem is that it's uncontained. You and I both know the trouble a wild 
animal can cause in populated areas.” Phil clicked his tongue against the roof of his mouth, 
wings puffing up, “It's odd though, how no reports of any attack have come up. No rumors. 
The human is being quiet.” 


“Maybe it's scared.” Puffy offered. 


“Tt probably is.” Phil's mind grew muddled as he thought further about it. The order from the 
Council Leader had sent his mind into overdrive and he'd immediately moved to take action, 
all the fear and tales of humans resurfacing in his memory—but, some things just didn't 
connect in his brain. There were loose ends, holes in his reasoning. Fuck. It was probably him 
just simply not understanding. He'd talk to Wilbur about it later. He didn't have time to think 
about that now. 


The distant clacking of claws against computer keys filled the silence that Phil only just 
noticed had fallen between the two. Phil straightened up again, adjusting his fluffy hood 
around his neck more comfortably. “If any of your people do come across it—what're your 
orders?” He had wanted to ask if they could leave it alive, but he knew his word wouldn't 
trump orders. 


“Subdue, if possible.” She must've noticed his look at the last part, as she continued, “Tf it's 
not, my orders are to kill.” It was blunt, and he shouldn't have felt as uncomfortable with the 
thought as he did, but he couldn't help it. 


“Y'know it's standard procedure with all volatile targets.” Puffys’ shoulders dropped, an 
expression on her face Phil couldn't decipher. 


“T know, I know.” He let his light tone return, donning a smile once more. “Ts that all with 
you?” 


“Yup, you got anything for me?” She inquired, adjusting her weight to one leg. 


“Maybe, not much you wouldn't already know.” He chuckled. “We're having Tubbo check in 
with all the cameras in the Center, see if we can spot the human. We know where the human 
first got in, so we're going to try and find its trail. Other than that, you've already seen the 
footage from the Poacher ship.” 


“That I have.” She confirmed. 


“Then, that's it!” He clasped his hands together, wings fluttering behind him. “We'll keep you 
updated.” 


“Thanks, Phil.” She gave him a warm smile, stepping back a single pace as Phil moved to 
exit the ship. He gave her one last goodbye before starting the short walk back to his own 
ship. 


He was back in the— debatable —warmth of his own ship before he even knew it, going 
through the motions of discarding his warm outfit on a foldout chair beside him. No one was 
there in the hangar to greet him when he returned, but he already had a destination in mind as 
he passed through the door to the hallways. 


Making his way down his ships hallways, he finally arrived at Tubbos’ workstation. It was 
one of the three they had on the ship—Phil just worked in his quarters. Eyes briefly flitting to 
the censor adjacent to the sliding door, he noted it was unlocked. The tiny red circular dot in 
the corner of the pad signaled so. Even so, he wanted to make sure it was alright for him to 
enter. 


“Tubbo?” He called through the closed door. 


Silence for a moment, then a muffled “Yeah?” came through. 


“T'm coming in, that alright?” 


Another muffled confirmation, and Phil was pressing a palm to the sensor and entering. He 
hadn't been in Tubbos’ workstation in a bit, but he feels as if it's gotten cleaner. Not that that 
means it's clean, it's still quite cluttered, but just not as much. Chuckling under his breath, he 
finds Tubbos smaller form hunched over by his computers and strides over. Tubbo hadn't 
looked in his direction yet, only his antennae flicking in acknowledgment as Phil closed the 
distance. Leaning over his shoulder, he scanned over the information on Tubbos’ screen 
briefly. It didn't take long for him to deduce that it was different camera feeds flitting across 
the monitors. 


Pursing his lips, he tapped a single clawed toe against the ground idly as he watched the 
monitors, gaze occasionally flitting back to the top of Tubbos head. 


A few moments of silence passed between them before Tubbo swiftly swiveled his seat and 
let out a startled yelp when he was faced with Phil, nearly jumping out of his seat. “When did 
you get here?!” 


Phil let out an equally startled chirp at Tubbos’ surprise, though it devolved into an airy 
chuckle, “Tubbo, I literally announced my arrival. I've been here for the past few twors.” 


“Oh,” The magian spoke breathlessly, “Oh.” His mandibles twitched in what Phil could only 
assume was mild embarrassment as he ducked his head. “Oh yeah.” He swiveled back 
around, half facing the screens and half facing Phil, “You wanted to see what I got?” 


Phil chirped a confirmation. Tubbo reached a hand out to tap on a few buttons before the 
simple camera footage closed into the view of a file tab. “So,” He drew out the word, “what 
am I looking at?” 


“T started with the security footage in the store the human snuck into— ’Tjorins accessories 
and souvenirs ’,’”’ He mentioned offhandedly, “It wasn't too hard to find that, as most 
permanent establishments here have security cameras.” He clicked onto a file and Phil leaned 
in closer. 


“T estimated and found the time pool in which the human broke in,” He rewinded a snippet of 
footage and lo’ and behold, the human was crouched down in the low light, just barely 
visible. “I recorded the time and rewound the footage on the cameras in the area— mind you , 
there weren't many, but I got a good track on the human now.” 


Phil whistled, a grin forming on his face as his gaze broke away from the screen to look 
down at Tubbo, “Nice, Tubbo!” Tubbos’ wings fluttered behind him at his words. 


“T haven't looked through them all, but I was gonna get the rest of the crew—or, at least you 
to look through them with me.” He was idly switching through footage now, winding back 
the recordings and leaning back on a palm. 


“Well, I got good timing, huh?” Phil chuckled. 


“Indeed you...” Tubbo grew silent suddenly. It was abrupt, and that made it rather unnerving. 
Phil's confused gaze trailed from the top of the boy's head to the screen. Squinting, he 
couldn't figure out what Tubbo was so focused on at first. The boy just continued to rewind 
the same footage over and over, occasionally rewinding further and playing it back. 


“Uhhhh,” Phil finally spoke up, raising a brow, “What? What is it?” 


“Um,” Tubbo spoke slowly, leaning forward in the stool he was on. “Y— What the fuck..?” 
He cut himself off with a bewildered sounding whisper. 


“What? What? You're making me nervous, Tubbo.” 


“Okay,” Tubbo swiveled in his seat once again, clasping his hands together, “Not to alarm 


99 


you— 


“Tubbo.”’ 


“But I think the human somehow got a disguise!” The magian spoke quickly, as if getting it 
out physically hurt him. 


A beat. 


Two beats. 


“How did it manage that?” Phil's eyes were immediately back on the screen Tubbo had been 
so adamantly fixated on moments prior, leaning in and vigilantly staring. 


“I'm not sure! It's—like—are animals smart enough to do that?” Tubbos’ voice pitched 
higher, “I'm not the biology guy!” 


“Well me neither?!” Phil truly wasn't sure if animals were smart enough to have disguises, 
but Wilbur might. Phil sighed incredulously, rubbing a clawed finger on his temple, “This is a 
new development.” He already has something to tell Puffy. 


After a moment of tense silence shared between the two, Phil spoke again, “Are you—Are 
you sure?” 


“Just look.”’ Tubbo moved out of the way just a smidge—even though it was unnecessary—to 
give Phil a better look at the screen. “Look so, the human enters this store right? I think it's a 
clothing store, not sure, this fucker decided to write his sign in something other than Galactic 
common—” 


“Tubbo,” 


“Right— anyway, the human enters the store, yeah?” Tubbo continues, tracking the humans’ 
form with his finger, ““And— And when you fast forward you can see the human leaving a bit 
later.” Tubbos’ finger is still tracking the humans’ form, but this time the humans’ face is 
covered and there's two horn imprints popping out from under its hood. “You can tell it's the 
same one, as it's wearing the same clothing from before.” Tubbo explained, but Phil had 
already gotten it. 


Tubbo slumps in his seat, compound eyes fixed on the screen. “Fuck.” He breathes out. 


“Fuck.” Phil agrees. 


Neither of them bring up the off putting fact that the humans’ intelligence rivals that of a 
usual animal—at least, any animal they've encountered— And neither of them bring up the 
humans’ odd behavior either, opting to process in silence. 


They've got a lot more processing ahead of them, and Phil has a report to type. 
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Las Nevadas 


Chapter Summary 


Quackity Interlude? Las Nevadas chapter! 


Chapter Notes 


CHAPTER 10 BABY THE PLOT IS ROLLING ITS BEEN ROLLING BUT NOW ITS 
ROLLING ROLLING. Arc 1 is like. What. halfway? Done??? Im going to eat a 
cigarette off the ground 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Quackity was a busy man. Js a busy man. 


The days of lounging are long behind him. Ever since the rise of Las Nevadas, he's seldom 
ever taken a break. That's not to say that the entirety of what he'd built would fall apart 
without him there to hold the ropes together, no, but he's woven himself so intricately into his 
work, he can't properly remove himself without tangles. It's his livelihood. It's what keeps 
him going, even in the darkest nights. 


He's built this entire place up from the ground, and some might say he was lucky, having 
things work out the way they did— even after his misfortune —but Quackity would disagree. 
He wasn't lucky, he'd done it all himself. Luck had no role in his success, luck was never a 
card in his deck. He'd clawed and crawled out of the ground the world had tried to bury him 
in and he'd made something of himself. 


Adjusting the mask on his face, he slid a finger down the side as he angled his head upwards. 
He doesn't remember his true face; it's been too long since he's donned the image. Sometimes 
he's not even sure he fad a true face. Maybe he’d just been born without an identity. The 
reflection in the mirror, the mask, it's what people think of when they think of him—what he 
thinks of when he thinks of himself, and he can't remember a time when it was any different. 
Not anymore. He holds onto it like a lifeline. 


His thoughts are interrupted when the melodious ringing of his communicator meets his ears, 
indicating he was receiving a call. Swiftly turning on his heel, he strides over to the 
communicator lying motionless on his desk, eyes falling onto a familiar contact name . Any 
irritation he might've had at his peace being disturbed was distinguished immediately. 


Quackity was a busy man, but lately, he's been more willing to put his work on hold. 


His fiances were recent developments, but they'd given him reason to take a break. 


He was willing to set aside his work—no matter how important it was—for his fiances. And 
Sapnap hasn't called in too long. Maybe a part of it was for Quackity himself too. He'd 
missed the Develish. He could allow himself to be a little selfish, given it's his fiance. He'd 
have to check up on Karl later as well. Twirling a pen in gloved fingers, he listens with a soft 
feeling in his chest as Sapnaps’ voice trickles through the communicator. 


“Hey, Quackity.”’ 


“Mi amor,” He greets in tandem, unable to stop a smile from beneath his mask. He'd 
forgotten he had the muscles that made it possible. 


A soft laugh follows his greeting, “/'m sorry I haven't called in awhile. Or visited.’”’ He 
sounds sheepish. 


“That's my bad too,” He sighs, relaxing further into his seat. “ Work, huh?” 
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“Yeah— I'm uh, I'm actually on Asphia right now. A bounty— a uh, job. We have.’ 


“Yeah?” He doesn’t even begin to feel hopeful; bounties dont permit visitation. 


“Yeah. You know Dream would kick my ass if I said anything about it before it was finished.” 


He chuckles, “I know, I know. I take it you don't have much time to talk?” Quackity tries to 
keep the disappointment out of his tone. He's not sure if it works. 


“No...”’ He trails off, a hyperbolic groan following afterwards. It draws a laugh out of 
Quackity. 


“T get it. We need to plan better around our schedules, you know Karl misses us too. Though, 
he is the /east busy out of us. Guess being a historian isn't too demanding.” 


“We need a vacation.” Sapnap complains. 


“Ender knows we do.” Quackity agrees easily. 


“T actually um— had something I wanted to talk about.” 


Quackity furrows his brows at this. “You okay?” 


“No yeah! I'm fine. I'm—nothing 5 wrong. I just,” A pause, “I saw a kid today. When I was 
doing recon.” 


Quackity waits, tapping the edge of his pen on his desk idly, “O...kay?” 


“No listen— it was uh, it was a Develish.” He can hear Sapnaps’ tone drop into something 
regretful at the admission. Quackity immediately lets out a sympathetic noise at that, 
knowing what it means to Sapnap. 


“Are you...okay?” Quackity tries hesitantly. 


“T'm fine, I just—they were a kid. You and I both know kids don't belong in the Trade 
Center!” Sapnaps' regretful tone turns into something exasperated. “Y’know, I— I thought 
they were at least like in late adolescence? But late adolescents are usually taller! And, and 
at least have a little sign of adult markings.”’ He’s rambling at this point. 


“T mean, you were pretty short as an adolescent...” Quackity trails off in his mumbled 
interjection, an attempt to make his fiance laugh. It works. Sapnap lets out an indignant noise 
at his words, they're laced with chuckles. 


“T heard that! Shut up.” He says in jest, though he continues not a moment afterwards, “No 
but— they didn't even have a translator.” 


Even though his capacity for sympathy throughout the years has been small and reserved 
solely for his inner circle, he can't help but feel a twang of pity at that. Not having a translator 
isn't the end of the world, but in the kid's conditions? Fuck. 


“Shit.” It's all he knows how to say. 


“Yeah, shit. They're probably scared out of their mind, ran past me before I could try and 
help. I mean uh— I did chase them? But—” 


“You chased them?” Quackity deadpans, cutting him off. 


“Well-! They were stealing? So...yeah?”’ Sapnap is quick to defend himself, sheepish tone 
returning. 


Quackity kisses his teeth, “Hermoso...” He can't help it as the fond term slips, amusement in 
his voice. 


“T know, I know! Not the greatest first impression.”’ Sapnap whines. 


“Tt's not your fault, y'know? Don't beat yourself up about it.” He reassures quickly after. 


“T know, it's just— they couldn't have been more than nine orbits. It's not like I can drop 
everything to go look for this kid, I...”’ He trails off, a frustrated sigh trickling through the 
other end of the communicator. 


Quackity frowns under the mask. It pulls on his chest, the way Sapnap sounds so dejected 
and guilty. The two of them sit in silence for several moments before Quackity sighs. 


“Hey, you focus on your job, alright? I'll have my people look out for your kid. If anyone 
sees them, I'll let you know, okay?” 


“You'd do that?” Sapnap sounds hopeful. 


“Of course, man!” Quackity chuckles. 


“Don't call me man, I'm your fiance,” Sapnap joins him in laughing, sounding affronted. 


“Are we not at the man stage yet? What, do we have to get married first?” He teases. 


“Yes, actually.” 


“Well fuck, we better clear our schedules soon.” 


They both laugh, though it's interrupted by a muffled voice coming from Sapnaps end. 
Sapnap responds to it, having presumably leaned away from his communicator as his voice is 
muffled now too. After a few seconds, Quackity can hear a bit of rustling as Sapnap returns 
to his place. “Fuck, sorry Quackity, bounty is almost ready. I gotta dip.” 


“It's good. Bye, Sap.” 


“Seeya, QO!” He quickly hangs up after, and despite the short exchange, it left Quackity 
feeling lighter than before. 


Exhaling, he extends a hand out towards a buzzer on his desk before rethinking it, opting to 
call out instead, “Slime!” 


His aimless call out into the empty air is met with an almost immediate response. There’s a 
bit of rustling outside the double doors that lead into his office before they swing open, 
revealing a beaming Slime behind them. 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas! You needed me? Slime? Also from Las Nevadas?” The cheery 
inflection in his voice never wavers, even with his long winded titles. 


Quackity’s gotten used to Slimes’ antics by now, but not enough to have grown immune to 
his charm. He adjusts the mask on his face before pushing up from his chair, “I did.” He 
smiles. 
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“T know! I just asked because I have ‘manners’,” He drew out the word as if saying it for the 
first time, “I hear everything.” 


“Okay, Slime...” Quackity breathes out, bemused. “I need you to be on the look out for a 
Develish kid.” He cuts straight to the point. 


“Like Sapnap from Quackitys’ room? Your husband?” 


“ Fiance — and— what?” 


“Like from Netheris?” Slime continues, upbeat. 


“Hold on— Nevermind. Yes, from Netheris.” He concedes, bringing two fingers to rest at 
where his temple would be on the mask. “But, a kid. Adolescent. Young.” 


“A baby?” 


“T...guess?” 


“What would a baby be doing here? We don’t serve babies, Quackity from Las Neva—” 


“No no I know, that’s why we, uh, that’s why we need to find them. And they’re not here, 
they’re in the Trade Center.” He cuts Slime off. The latter doesn’t seem bothered by it. “But, 
just look everywhere. Just in case.” He tacks on. 


“Oh! But...” The slime trails off, face scrunching up in clear confusion. 


Quackity waits, leaning in and gesturing for him to continue, “...But?” 


“What does...a baby look like? Every baby looks different. Some are big. Some are Jittle. 
Little little and tiny.” He praters on, looking thoroughly conflicted at the fact. 


“Uhhh,” Quackity blanks, wishing he’d pried Sapnap for more information on his guy before 
hanging up. Fuck, distracted by love, again. Albeit, this entire ordeal was for love. Don’t get 
him wrong, despite his small amount of sympathy towards the kid, it was all for Sapnap. 


“Develish children are like,” He reaches a clawed hand up to his own head, “Like, taller than 
me? Shorter than you. Sometimes.” He tacks on. 


“T grow.” 


“You grow.” 


“T am sporadic.” 


“Yeah.” 


“T shrink.” 


“You sure do.” Quackity can barely hide the amusement in his voice, though Slime is quick 
to move on. 


“T think I understand...” Slime says the words slowly. Quackity isn’t sure he believes him. 
He sighs, crossing his arms. What else was it about Develish young...? Something about... 


Ah! 


He snaps his fingers, “Look out for smooth round fingers. Blunt fingers. Like Sapnaps’, you 
remember Sapnap? Yeah?” He’d just siphon a better description out of his fiance later. 


“Smooth fingers!” Slime repeats, seeming determined. 


“You can do that?” A hesitant smile grows under his mask. 


“T won’t let you down, Quackity from Las Nevadas!” 


Quackity holds back the urge to wince, though it’s not like anyone would’ve seen it. He 
doesn’t have too much hope in Slime finding Sapnaps’ kid. Call him pessimistic, but if 
Sapnap truly chased him away in the Trade Center, there was little hope in finding someone 
purely based on a shabby description. No name, no identity. In his own domain, Las Nevadas, 
he could find people easily, anyone he wanted. It was like plucking a card from a deck. His 


deck. He knew where to look, and he had eyes everywhere. But unlike in Las Nevadas, the 
Trade Center was shaky territory. 


Easing out of his thoughts, he was quick to notice Slime had already departed. He huffed 
fondly. The kid was devoted, he’ll give him that. 


It was only after a few moments of silence that his mistake dawned on him, “ Oh— Fuck— I 
told him everywhere— ” He brings his face down to rub beneath the mask. 


“Slime! | don’t mean everywhere everywhere, by the way! Just Las Nevadas and the TC!” He 
calls out into the open air, hoping Slime had heard him. He did hear everything, afterall. 


Collapsing down back into his chair, he dragged a hand down under his mask. The chair 
shook with the force, settling only moments later. 


Gaze falling back onto the files that still laid open on his computer, he could feel his intrigue 
from earlier return. Right, he had work. Files to look over. Pretty important ones too, sent to 
him just a varis ago by a source. He hadn’t expected much from the source, they weren’t well 
renowned like his other connections, but, if this was real... 


Fuck, he thought as a sharp grin grew beneath his mask. If this was real, then something was 
happening. It might’ve been a reach, but Quackity has never been known for backing down 
from possibilities. The Galactic Council was losing their edge it seemed, because there hasn’t 
been a recorded breach in information from the Council in almost their entire lifetime, 
certainly not in his, but it looks like the inevitable has finally come. 


Something was happening, and that something was important enough for them to have 
overlooked a leak; because in front of him was a file. A file his source had teased as a leak. 
Not a proper leak, but a threat, blackmail. 


Someone was blackmailing the Galactic Council, and it was only a matter of time before they 
either got what they wanted, or the leak was released. 


Quackitys’ intrigue only continues to grow. He’ll be there to witness the consequences in due 
time. 
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Tommy’s been on this train for fuckin’ eighty years. 


He swears he’s getting older faster on this stupid train. Realistically, he knows it’s only been 
at most an hour or two, but his legs are getting jittery and he’s growing restless. He wasn’t 
made to sit for long. Teachers fear him, women love him. 


He mourns the absence of his phone as the ride draws out, having to physically hold himself 
back from just fuckin’ yelling to expel all his excess energy. He’s scarcely used his voice 
during these times, any noise that escapes him beginning to feel foreign. He misses talking, 
but even when he’s sure no one will hear him he’s been feeling apprehensive about even 
uttering a peep. Not even instinctual phrases or words have escaped him, just silence. 


He usually has trouble being silent, but this entire ordeal has left him quieter than he’s ever 
been. Is this a survival instinct? If it is, he’d like it to stop. He is not some rabbit, he is a 
predator. A fierce, large, predator. Maybe a lion. Or a— a spider. Maybe it’s just because he 
knows no one will understand him, but the longer he goes without speaking, the more 
hesitant he’s becoming to resume doing so. 


With only his thoughts to keep him entertained, he allows his attention to drift to the 
passengers all around him. The ones standing don’t look like they’re having much trouble 
doing so, and some of the ones sitting have slumped into their seats uncomfortably, looking 
to be napping. He’d nap, but even if he tried he doesn’t think he could will himself to. 


Looking up, he frowns. It’s a little jarring for the train you’re riding to be several feet above 
the height you’re used to. Even if he had a stool he doesn’t think he’d be able to touch the 


ceiling. Apparently, the accommodating size of the train wasn’t good enough for some aliens 
as he saw one poor guy leaning down at an awkward angle as they surpassed the height limit. 


The train barely even rumbles or makes any noise as it moves, and Tommy has to keep 
looking out the windows to even be sure they’re still moving—even though the view outside 
has been the same for- ever. Maybe he was right, this train ride was going to drag on for three 
days and he was going to die of thirst— 


A ding startled him out of his thoughts, causing him to jolt up. He could recognize the voice 
that followed after as the disembodied voice at the metro station before. It was jabbering on 
about something he didn’t understand again, but Tommy, a master of social cues, took the 
shuffling and general movement around him at the voice as a sign that they were nearing a 
destination. 


Were there multiple destinations? Was there only one? Should he stay on? All these were 
thoughts running through his mind as aliens all around him hiked their bags further on their 
shoulders or shaked their neighbors awake. He’d cross that bridge when he came to it. 


Clinging onto his own clothing awkwardly, he kept his gaze out the windows. They still 
hadn’t changed, but he was predicting something would happen soon. 


The stagnant view outside his window remained dreary and uninteresting for all of five more 
seconds before a sudden flash of light barraged his eyes. He had to immediately squint, as the 
change was jarring. He adjusted quickly, rubbing at his eyes briefly before finally processing 
the scenery outside. 


They’d slowed to a stop in another metro. It was like the subway station from before, but 
instead of a single set of stairs leading out, there were two on either side of the train he could 
see. His worries from before about different destinations were put out as he spotted the dead 
end in front of the train. Huh. Guess there was only point A and point B. There were crowds 
of people waiting on the sidelines, presumably to board the train back to the place before. 
The amount almost rivaled the amount of aliens he’d seen board the train with him. 


The train had come to a full stop at this point, the aliens around him all standing by now. He 
adjusted the scarf further up on his face as they waited, and after a few moments the doors 
opened. The aliens outside the train all remained stagnant as they waited for the passengers 


inside to depart, though Tommy thought he could see an alien on the sidelines drag their 
neighbor by the collar back into line with them. 


Tommy wasted no time scuttling off the train, any worries about food and water set to the 
back burner to make way for pure curiosity. He shuffled through the bustling currents of 
aliens around him and made his way to the stairs, ascending with haste. 


The first thing he noticed was that it was slightly chilly. Not freezing, but it felt like he was 
outside on a summer night. 


He had to squint his eyes to adjust once more, the arrays of colors bombarding his vision 
pleasantly. Also sort of headache inducing. The view in front of him was a sight to behold, 
and he had to consciously stop himself from gaping like a fish at the edge of the stairs before 
he became a roadblock. 


The most prominent colors that caught his eye were purple, blue and yellow. There were 
spots of different colors in some places, but the neon signs were primarily cool tones. Sat in 
the middle of his entire frame of vision was a large building. It...almost resembled a casino. 
The building was so strangely familiar, if only for its architecture. It was hardly the tallest 
building in his vision, but it looked to be the centerpiece. Every other building surrounded it 
like a moat, and it was weirdly reminiscent of the pictures of Vegas he’d seen online. There 
were buildings that looked distinctly alien, other aliens filtering in and out almost like they 
were restaurants, and the second major building in this place was a giant spire building. It 
reached up so far, and he couldn’t help but stare. 


Where was the ceiling on this place? Looking up, he could see twinkling stars above, which 
was confusing since when he’d left it’d been light out. Had it really been that long? And 
hadn’t he been underground? He wasn’t that far underground, he’d only descended a few 
levels, even if each level was at least twelve feet in height. Had the train somehow descended 
even further without him noticing? That was really the only explanation here because this 
place was fucking massive. Maybe it was some sort of illusion. 


Ripping his gaze away from the breathtaking centerpiece, he noted that there did seem to be 
walls around this place. Maybe this was just a giant city carved underground. If this place 

was just a giant hollowed out room below the surface, it wasn’t the standard four wall room. 
He couldn’t see any...corners...it all seemed to curve, like this place was just a giant dome, 


but the walls and ceiling were also just so dark that he could barely tell that they were there. 
It was all just so seamless. 


Where the other mall-like place had felt bustling and lively, like a bee’s nest, this place was 
grand and luxurious. While there was still an impressive, (and intimidating) amount of 
people, things didn’t feel as rushed as they did back at the space mall. He could even see a 
fountain—well, actually he could see several. There were smaller fountains to his left and 
right where he could see a few aliens sitting around, and then there was the larger fountain 
right in front of the casino building. 


It was one of those fountains where it’d shoot water high into the sky, a spectacle. Purple 
lights illuminated the water from below, traveling almost all the way up the streams. Welp, if 
it comes to it, he has his water source. 


Surveying the crowds, he could see a few scantily clad aliens almost looking like they were 
on display, chatting up any alien that’d pass them. He wasn’t too sure if that meant anything, 
since there were quite a few aliens back in the other place that wore a minimal amount of 
clothing, but these looked different. If he picked up context clues he could figure it out for 
himself well enough. 


Part of him felt like he wasn’t old enough to be here. 


Another part of him screamed that that was the /east of his problems. 


Feeling like a kid at the adult dinner table aside, this place was pretty as fuck. Making his 
way down the stone walkways, he also noted that there wasn’t any litter he could spot. Sick. 


Now that he was here though, he wasn’t really sure what to do. Now he knew where the train 
led, and he didn't think anyone would be following him here...maybe he could just explore. 
Have a little fun, at least before he goes back to fighting for his life. 


Making his way down the walkways, he felt like a stupid tourist just staring dumbly at 
everything he passed. One building he passed had an alien flipping something—food, maybe 
—on a pan that was literally on fire. He'd eventually made his way far enough down the 


pathway that the tall spire building was now directly to his left. It wasn't nearly as tall as the 
spires back on Earth, but it was the tallest building here and it reached past the height of the 
casino if said casino was stacked twice on top of itself. He wasn't too sure what the spire was 
for, but aliens filtered in and out of the tower regularly. 


The feeling of feeling like he didn’t belong here was back, and he didn’t know if that was 
because he was sixteen, or because everyone around him was an alien and he was in space. 


Man, even if he did get back to Earth, what would he do? Would his foster mother want him 
back? Would he just be sent back into the system? Would he be able to afford therapy for all 
this shit? Hell, how was he even supposed to get therapy for being abducted by aliens if no 
one in their right mind would even believe him. 


Whatever! He didn’t have to think about it. That was a problem for future Tommy, and right 
now he was present Tommy, the far superior one. 


His superior ‘present Tommy’ thoughts are interrupted when a figure suddenly materializes 
in front of him. 


Obviously, he screams. 


It feels foreign coming out of his throat, and it garners the attention of a few onlookers, 
though after seeing what he was so worked up about they simply went on their way as if it 
were a common occurrence. His hands are held up at awkward angles in front of him to 
protect himself, but now he just feels silly. Actually, no. He does not feel silly. Because what 
the fuck. 


The figure is green and unlike any alien he’s seen prior to this incident. It...doesn’t look 
solid. It’s body is a little asymmetrical in places, it looks like it’s trying to wear clothing but 
the clothing is sort of wet and kind of slipping off—and the weirdest part is the disarming 
features that make up its face. 


It’s wearing these blocky glasses, and it almost looks...cute? Two little dots for eyes, a 
wobbly smile, it’s almost cartoonish looking. Even with the fact he’s oddly comforted by its 


appearance, he will not be falling for its tricks. It’s the closest alien to his height he’s come in 
contact with yet, but it's still an inch or three taller than him, and it is upsetting him. He needs 
to run, or something? Fight? He doesn’t really want to punch it...but...it’s also just...goo... 


Silence is all that fills the space between the two. The gelatin motherfucker is just staring at 
him, and he’s staring back, double checking that his scarf is securely over his face. Does it 
think he’s ugly? What the fuck. What’s happening. 


It looks him up and down, one moment it's gaze is above his eyes, and the next it's trailing 
down to his hands. He's actually...he's actually not sure if he can tell where the alien is 
looking. It does not have pupils. He should really run. He should walk away. He could fight 
this thing off, it looks flimsy enough. He should really, really go. And just when he's about to 
go through with his plan to evacuate, he's interrupted. 


With no hesitation or grace, the thing reaches out a gooey arm and he’s immediately jumping 
back. He’s not sure why he’s bothered to stay so long and why he hasn’t already run, but he 
hasn’t. Maybe it’s because the creature in front of him just doesn’t make sense. How is it... 
alive? He can sort of see through it. Is it like one of those glass frogs? Is it hiding its organs 
with its clothes? 


The alien is still making an attempt to reach out, and he doesn’t even have a chance to lurch 
back before its uncomfortably wet hand is around his wrist and gently bringing it up to its 
own scrutinizing face. It almost looks like it’s studying him, and he’s not sure he’s okay with 
it. 


Its gooey face scrunches up in an expression Tommy can decipher as puzzlement, before it 
slowly morphs into something brighter. It warbles something at him he can’t understand 
before it’s shrinking before his eyes and losing all its shape, turning into a blob of green slime 
and wet clothing before slithering between his legs and away into the crowds. 


Man, what the fuck. 


He’s not sure where to put this encounter on his mental tier list of ‘space incidents’ yet. It 
was cutrently between the freaky tall alien that cornered him in that alley, and the goo 
creature. Well, and being kidnapped, but he’s pretty much over that by now, (He is not. He is 
pissed.) 


He didn’t die, or get stolen, or get sent to the space police, or get his ass kicked in, so...this 
could technically count as a win. He was still unnerved and slightly worried about why the 
goo creature had studied him so intently, but he was hoping that that alien was just weird. He 
didn't want to overthink it. He just wanted to continue exploring, and then maybe curl up 
somewhere and take a nap. Do they tolerate homeless people here? He's a little more nervous 
at the thought of sleeping here, as everything looks so fancy and he feels even more out of 
place than he did before. 


He'd actually...rather not sleep here. Or stay here longer than he has to. He doesn't think he'd 
be able to steal properly here anyway, everything looks too well put together. The train 
probably has already left by now, and the trip there and back would take a while...so he's 
stuck here for the time being. 


That's fine. He'll just look around, avoid eye contact, then go back to where things are more 
raggedy and jumbled, just like him. 


Taking in a deep breath, he continues onward. The further he gets into the underground city, 
the more he feels like he's being stared at, or watched. He disregards the feeling as paranoia, 
but he keeps a firm hand around the weapon in his pocket. He hasn't had to use it yet, or even 
pull it out, but he's not looking forward to when the time comes for him to do just that. 


Despite his lingering fear, he carries on. At least the scenery is pretty. 


Right in front of the Casino, he glances at the main entrance briefly before taking a left on the 
diverging pathway. He continues to walk aimlessly until dim blue light catches in his 
peripheral. He flits his gaze towards the source, unable to stop a small gasp of wonder as he 
sees what's emitting the light. 


Behind the casino, only separated by a few outdoor tables, is what looks like an observatory. 
Large, though not as large as the casino itself, a beautiful glass dome separates the inside 
from the ocean on the outside. The sun filters through the water and creates a pretty blue haze 


throughout the entire observatory. It bleeds a little into the nighttime illusion that the rest of 
the place gave off. He decides he likes it. He likes it a lot. 


He can't see much at first, but as he gets closer—careful to veer around the dining tables that 
divide the distance between the observatory and the casino—he can peer over the edge of the 
glass and see what looks like a reef below. Water distorts the image, but he thinks he can see 

a massive skull overgrown with various aquatic plants, unfamiliar fish swimming in-between 
the openings. 


Woah. They were underground and underwater. 


He presses his nose against the glass, staring out into the ocean as if it had hypnotized him. 


Maybe— maybe he can just stay here while he waits for the train. It's nice. 


The train’ll be a while, anyway. 
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He's visited several more times by Slime that afternoon, all of them pertaining to Sapnaps’ 
missing kid. Slime gets him a picture of a different person every time, but all of them are 
either not Develish, or just not children. He can tell the pictures range from people in Las 
Nevadas to people in the Trade Center. Slime even brought in a picture of a mannequin 
during one instance. Quackity had to explain yet again the difference between inanimate 
objects and living beings. It's been at least a varis or two now since he's heard from Slime, 
but that just means a visit is due any minute now. 


And speak of the devil... 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas!” 


The name is said before his doors have even opened, words muffled as they're said. 


It startles Quackity out of his thoughts and he sets his pen down. “You can just knock, 
Slime.” 


A pause. 


A knock. 


“.. You can come in.” Quackity chuckles. 


The doors immediately burst open, an energetic Slime on the other side, as always. He's 
given no hint that this time is any different than the others, as every time without fail he's 
sure that he's got the right kid. 


1? 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas!” He repeats, “I've found your baby 


“Not my baby.” He deadpans. He's repeated the same sentence at least three times tonight. 


“T've found... a baby!” He rectifies. 


“Mim, yeah?” He rests an elbow on his desk, leaning his face into his palm. 


“Yes! This time I'm really sure.” Quackity’s not sure if he believes him, but he entertains him 
anyway. He appreciates the effort. He makes a gesture for Slime to continue, crossing his 
arms. 


Slime breaches the distance between the doorway and his desk, pausing for a moment before 
letting a slightly soggy photo slowly drip out of his hand. Quackity's used to it by now. 


Leaning over his desk to look at the picture, he finds himself pleasantly surprised. The photo 
isn't the greatest quality, as it's being taken without the person really knowing, but he can see 
horns poking out from their hood, and the second most important factor; the hands. They're 
smooth and rounded at the edges. He can feel his own hands twitching into the shape 
instinctively. 


“Shit, Slime. I think that's our guy.” Quackity lets out a short incredulous laugh. 


“T did it!” Slime is immediately cheering, form growing more stable. 


Slime can't see Quackity's smile from beneath his mask, but he makes sure to tap the 
pixelated grin on his mask to show his approval. Slime understands it by now. 


“Where did you find ‘em?” 


“Las Nevadas! Baby from Las Nevadas...” The slime tacks on the last part on quieter, as if it 
were meant for himself. 


Quackity's smile is turning into a frown immediately. He really thought he made his ‘no kids 
allowed’ law more clear, but he guesses the kid doesn't know that. Or just doesn't care. 
Though, he supposes this is better for him. Once someone is in, they don't leave if Quackity 
doesn't permit them to. Sapnaps’ guy has fallen right into the sand pit. 


Quackitys’ smile quickly returns when he remembers this means he can ease Sapnaps’ 
conscience. He'll call him later. He's most likely in the middle of his bounty right now. 


“Good work, Slime. You're dismissed.” The job of bringing in the kid is now on him. 
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Phil likes to think that while he is a follower, he’s more than that—more than a blind listener, 
but the new information they’d gotten on the human had suddenly caused him to feel very 
insecure in his own thoughts. He’s more than just a follower, leading his own crew until 
someone who outranks him tells him to stop—at least, that’s what he’s been telling himself. 


He feels like they’re missing something important. Things only make sense until he starts to 
really think about them, but, even with all this doubt, he couldn’t help but think; was now 
really the right time for baseless theories? This wasn’t his department. He’d get it explained, 
and the doubt in his mind would cease. 


These thoughts were fleeting, and in just a few moments they were pushed aside for more 
important matters; matters being the security footage, their mission. 


Tubbo and Phil had wasted no time gathering the others into Tubbos’ workshop, which made 
things a little crowded, but they made it work. Tubbo had haphazardly tried explaining their 
plight to the others on their way back towards the workshop, but Phil could tell the magians 
words weren’t really sticking just yet. 


With Tubbo now back in his seat—the rest of the crew leaning uncomfortably over his 
shoulders like a bunch of curious hatchlings—Phil took it upon himself to properly explain, 
without all of Tubbos’ breathless sputtering; 


“Tubbo tracked the human with the cameras in the Center, and we found, uh, something.” He 
trailed off eloquently, earning a snort from Tubbo. 


He could see looks being exchanged between his crew. Wilbur had opened his mouth to 
presumably interject with a question, but Tubbo gave no room for it as he bulldozed over the 
conversation; 


"T haven't tracked the human to its current location, but I can follow the trail afterwards." 
Tubbo finally had a grasp on his words, no longer stumbling over them rapidly. 


"After what?" Wilbur spoke at the same time as Ranboo let out a worried noise. Tubbo 
swiveled around in his seat, to which the rest of the crew backed off a few steps to give their 
smallest room. 


“After we tell you about the humans’ disguise.” 


Exclamations of confusion and surprise rang out through the three unknowing crew members 
—though more literally speaking, it was just Ranboo and Wilbur. They were cut short as Phil 
raised a hand to silence them. Phil left the talking up to Tubbo at this point, seeing him better 
fit to give the rest of them a rundown of what he and Phil had discovered. Tubbo briefly 
looked to Phil, as if for reassurance, to which the elytrian gave a smile accompanied by a 
nod. 


Tubbo took this as intended and fluttered his wings, “Right,” He continued, “The human 
somehow figured out how to get a disguise,” Wilbur opened his mouth to speak again but 
Tubbo sent him a pointed look, mouthing a ‘Jet me finish!’ . 


A low buzz escaped Tubbo before he continued, “As I was saying, the human now has a 
disguise. We don’t know if it was intentional really, I mean...” He trailed off, looking lost for 
a moment before regaining his composure, “We don’t know if it was intentional. It snagged a 


scarf from some store and it also looks like it got...horns.” He spoke the last bit hesitantly, 
looking unsure. 


“How do you know it's the human?” Ranboo piped up, fidgeting with his claws in a nervous 
manner that was recognizable across most species. 


““Well— It’d be better if I just showed you.” Tubbo exhaled, swiveling back around in his 
seat and beckoning the rest of them with a hand. Phil remained behind to give room for the 
others, as he’d already seen the proof Tubbo had given. 


He could still see the contents of Tubbos’ screen vaguely, just enough to follow along with 
what Tubbo was showcasing. The magian swiped a claw down the track pad and a familiar 
tab opened back up. The footage from earlier, showing a slowed down recording of the 
human entering the store. Tubbo gestured to the screen, looking back towards his crewmates 
with an expectant expression before zooming forward in the footage. This time, it showed a 
familiarly clad human exiting the store, but this time it had extra accessories. Watching it 
again, Phil decided it was clear that this was the same human. He could even see the same 
curly fur sprouting from under its shroud. 


He could hear Ranboo and Wilbur occasionally interjecting with little comments as they 
played back the footage, Phil having heard a curious, ‘why'd it take horns?’ from Ranboo 
and a low ‘What the fuck’ from Wilbur. Techno had been unshockingly, quiet. The only proof 
he was watching were the steely eyes that were glued to the screen. 


“Right, you all got that? Human? Disguise?” Tubbo had swiveled back around again and was 
now looking between the three of his crew members. 


“T just—” Wilbur sounded like he was verging on exasperation, “How would it know to do 
that?” His tone suggested he was more so speaking to himself. 


“T was hoping you could explain.” Tubbo crossed his arms. 


“And I can,” Wilbur began, “But...” He carded a clawed hand through the fibers of his hair, 
said fibers illuminating softly as his hands made contact. “I’m just having a hard time... 


rationalizing.” He finally admitted. 


Phil frowned. His thoughts were along the same lines as what Wilbur was voicing, though 
despite the want to voice his doubt as well, he kept his mouth shut for the time being. 


“Tt’s smart.” Phil was broken out of his thoughts as Wilbur spoke again, “That’s a fact we 
know.” 


“But is it as smart as us?” Tubbo prompted. 


“That is the question.” Wilbur hummed. 


“Don’t we already...know the answer?” Ranboo interposed, though he didn’t sound too sure 
of his own words. 


“Do we?” Wilburs’ voice had lowered an octave. He looked impassive, but Phil could see the 
slight furrow to his eyes. 


Wilburs’ simple suggestion nearly broke the dam that had been keeping in Phils’ doubts, 
even as they rose higher and higher, nearing overflow. He couldn’t keep silent either way. He 
didn’t want to stay unsure, unknowing. The unspoken possibility they were a// thinking of 
could change things massively, it could throw their entire mission off its tracks. 


“Wilbur,” Phil started slowly, “You’re not suggesting...?” 


“No no, listen,” The calculating look in Wilburs’ eyes disappeared and was replaced with 
something closer to excitement, “What if they were wrong? I— I mean, how do you explain 
this? Maybe it was just a fluke, maybe it was a coincidence, maybe humans just like to 
collect shit, instinctually, but,” He held up a finger, “What if it’s not?” 


Phil could see Tubbo and Ranboo exchange a look from the corner of his eye. 


Tubbos’ voice pitched higher as he spoke, ““Weren’t you just saying the clothing could be 
explained?” He challenged. 


“The clothing, Tubbo, not whatever the human just did! I mean... maybe—” He conceded, 
though he straightened up again right after, “But that doesn’t just rule it out. Some animals 
camouflage, or collect, like what the human did, but some animals,” He paused to gesture to 
himself, clad in a yellow sweater, “Just wear clothing.” 


Phil didn’t hear the rest of Tubbo and Wilburs’ back and forth. He could feel his face 
scrunching up in thought involuntarily, though he made no effort to relax it. Something 
wasn’t right, he was almost sure of it, and his crew was suspicious too. He wasn’t just going 
to let it stew any longer. 


“T’m going to speak to Eret.”” His tone was more impassive then he meant it to be, as it 
quickly quietened the discussion in the room as heads turned to him. He almost left without 
another word, but hesitated, “Just, be productive, a’nght?” 


Sending his crew a fleeting smile, he was out the door and in the hall in seconds. He willed 
the thoughts out of his mind as he mindlessly made his way to his quarters, fishing his 
communicator out from where it was buried in his pocket. Now, he wasn’t exactly worried 
that Eret had somehow deceived them, no. He’d known the Council Leader since before their 
days as authority. They had the best interest of the people at heart, always fighting to do what 
was right even if there was backlash. 


Phil supported Eret through every one of her decisions, and he knew she’d listen to him. 
While they didn’t stand on the same level in the Galactic Hierarchy, they’d never shied away 
from treating each other as equals. Formalities and decorum were there for a reason, but 
behind it all were two people who’d known each other for longer than most of the people 
around them had been alive. 


He sent a quick ‘can we talk’ over towards Erets’ contact, not bothering to use their work 
contact. He debated a ‘we need to talk’ instead, but he decided against it. 


Finally having arrived at his quarters, he sealed the room shut and took in the sight. Most of 
the room was just filled by a large bed, though quilts and blankets were strewn around to 
form a messily made nest. He didn’t keep much else in his room, it was really only used for 
comfort and sleep. He did have a closet of trinkets and gifts he’d hoarded and collected 
throughout his many years, but he hadn’t found a time to really give them a stage in his room. 
Plus, he liked having them all together in neat piles anyway. 


A few twors into his stay inside his room was met with a response from his communicator. 
It’d never left his claws. Bringing it up to his face, he scanned over the message; 


‘Of course. Written or call?’ 


He left his response with haste, barely even having put down his communicator when it 
began to ring—a melodious yet brief sound. He, of course, wasted no time picking up. 


“Eret.” He was the first to greet. 


“Phil,” Eret returned, though they continued, “Js everything alright?” 


“Tt’s...complicated.” Phil grimaced at his own words. 


A beat of silence. 


“Has it something to do with the human?” Erets’ voice shifted subtly into something 
cautious. 


“Tt does.” Phil conceded, exhaling deeply. He only got an ‘ah,’ from Eret in response before 
he delved straight into his concerns, “Eret, I’m— we’re questioning the humans 
intelligence.” 


“You’re...”’ A pause in Erets’ words, as if he were thinking, “Questioning the humans’ 
intelligence? Did something happen?” For some reason, Phil couldn’t decipher Erets’ tone. 


“Yeah. Tubbo caught onto the humans’ trail, actually.” His voice lightened at that, “That 
would’ve been news I relayed to you in the report, but, yeah.” He chuckled, more of a 
nervous habit than anything. 


Eret was silent, waiting for him to continue. 


“So, Tubbo tracked the human, and while he was showing it to me, he found something. The 
human got itself a disguise.” He exhaled, having more to say, but keeping it to himself for the 
time being. 


“Tt got itself...a disguise?” Eret sounded as perplexed as Phil felt when he first found out. 


“We confirmed it was the same human. It entered a store and walked out with a scarf and 
other accessories.” 


“You have the footage? This’ll need to be relayed to Puffy and her team, so they know what 
to look out for.”’ 


“Well, yes, I was planning on it, but Eret, that’s not really what I’m worried about right now.” 
Phil gently pushed the topic of the conversation back to where he wanted it. 


“Ah— yes, sorry, you’re right.” Eret sounded exhausted on the other end, and Phil could feel 
sympathy grow in him in the form of a frown. 


“S’alright,” He reassured quickly before continuing, “It just— even Wilbur is questioning the 
human. I’ve had my doubts before, but now I just can’t ignore them, y’know?” He paused 
briefly, mulling on his next words; 


“Ts there...is there just...any way that we could’ve been wrong about humans? Did we get 
something wrong?” 


“Phil,” Eret started off slow, but Phil could hear the empathy in his tone even without seeing 
his face, “J understand your concerns. I— even I’ve had my concerns. Once, in the past.” 
They paused again. “7 wouldnt have just crossed the humans’ out of our sights if I wasn t 


a 


sure. 


Silence between them. Phil opened his mouth to speak, but he didn’t get a chance to before 
Eret was continuing; 


“T’'ll tell you what happened, back with the first humans. If it'll quell your doubts.” Eret 
seemed hesitant, and Phil almost felt bad about his answer as he knew that the first meeting 
had been a Tragedy for everyone involved. 


“Please.” 


“Alright.” Eret took a deep breath. “Well, I suppose I'll start at the beginning.” He could 
hear shuffling on the other side of the line. 


“When we first discovered the 734-B system, it was exciting. New planets we hadn t explored, 
new possibilities. The presence of a habitable planet was a surprise, as you know, not every 
system has one. It was easy to differentiate from the others in the system, and everyone on the 
Council was eager to view the surface.”’ A pause. “We didn t know what to expect on the 
surface, if it’d be animals, or something more.” 


“T admit, I was inexperienced then. At the time, there was nothing in protocol about what to 
do in the event we come across another intelligent species. The last intelligent species to be 
added to the roster were magians, right next to creepers, and that had been several hundred 
orbits ago.”’ Phil had only been a fledgling when the rumors of a new intelligent species were 
going around all those orbits ago. It had been at the forefront of everyone's mind, and it was a 
big deal. He remembers excitement turning into disappointment, but it had been outweighed 
by fear. Eret had been more open with the general populace back then. 


“When we first sent a team down to Earth, we were met with vast open fields. They reported 
nothing but open land at first, though later reports noted that mountains could be seen in the 
distance.”’ Eret spoke of the details as if it had only been yesterday for him, not seventy 
orbits. 


“We detected heat signatures along the way, though we discovered them to be animals. Small 
ones. There was life, we could deduce as much. Creatures that resembled the animals avians 
descended from, cold-blooded creatures such as myself...and then we saw them. Humans.” 
There was something in Erets’ voice that Phil couldn’t pinpoint, something melancholic, 
pensive. 


“There were two of them. Alone together, walking through the fields. We had no way of 
knowing whether they were like us or not, but a few of us suspected it, as they were bipedal; a 
trait most commonly observed in complex species.” Eret hummed, voice straining into 
something Phil didn’t recognize, “We approached. We never meant to scare them, but I 
suppose it was hard to avoid.” Eret chuckled, though it held little humor to it. 


“They were...small. Not small like magians, but, smaller than the rest of us. We never did 
figure out if they were juveniles or not. They cowered away from us at first, attempting to flee. 
There wasn t much we could do in the form of pacifying.”’ He seemed to hesitate as he spoke 
his next words, “TJ still question the call made back then, but we ended up deploying an 

airborne calming gas on them. It was better than our other options. We didnt want to 
tranquilize them, or apprehend them physically.” Phil mulled over Erets’ words, and he 
found that he couldn’t think of a better way to handle the situation himself. 


“We brought them to site-46, but you knew that already.” Eret was right. There wasn’t 
anyone his age who didn’t. “The first thing we did was test for complex intelligence. We gave 
them translators, and then all we had left to do was wait. Wait for them to wake up...that is. 
We left them in their own room, under observation. As history says, the translators didnt 
work.”’ Phil knew this part of the story. “Jt was the same for the both of them.” 


Eret took a deep breath before continuing. “They didn t understand us, and we didn t 
understand them. One of our researchers wanted to try communicating with signs and 
pictures before we left the possibility and deemed them animals, but the test came up with no 
results. The humans didn t show any sign of recognition or intrigue towards anything we gave 
them, neither of them seemed to understand reason.”’ Eret took another breath, “That 
researcher was killed with the rest of them when the humans massacred everyone in site-46. It 
was like a switch had been flipped. They were no longer scared, and they only stopped when 


they themselves were killed. The rest of the council and I had decided then that they weren t 
like us. Do you understand?” 


Phil didn’t know what to say. He knew people had been killed, but to hear the recounts first 
hand was different. “How...many did they kill?” He found himself asking hesitantly. 


“Thirteen unarmed researchers, one Peacekeeper.” The words came out easily, as if Eret had 
been used to repeating them at this point. 


Before Phil could speak again, Eret was continuing, “You understand why they’re dangerous, 
right? We confirmed the humans werent intelligent to the complexity we were, but even if 
they were, they’re unable to be reasoned with.” 


Phil felt both on edge at the reminder of what the humans were capable of, and relieved at the 
confirmation they weren’t like them. Navigating this mission with doubts was dangerous. 


“T understand.” 


“Good. Good...I—”’ Erets’ voice had softened, “7 understand your concerns. I’m glad you 
came to me with them. You'll be able to continue your mission, yes?” 


“T will. Could I relay to my team what you told me? Just to ease their doubts, aswell.” 


“Of course. Will that be all?” 


“Yes, thank you.” Phil breathed out. 


“Till we speak again, ” Eret said his goodbyes, and his name disappeared off his 
communicator, settling on the stagnant homescreen. 


Phil let out a long exhale as he collapsed backwards onto his bed, feeling drained. The day 
wasn’t over yet, and the reminder is what got him back up, stretching out his wings and 
unlocking his room. 


Making his way back down through the wide hallways, he mulled over the information Eret 
had given him. His reasoning was solid, and he didn’t have a reason to be worrying about it 
anymore, but it really only worried him more. Humans; intelligent, but not enough. 
Intelligent and strong enough to be able to take down several people, armed or not, not 
intelligent enough to be reasoned with. He couldn’t help but feel like it was tragic. 


He was back at Tubbos’ workshop before he knew it. Pressing a palm to the sensor, he 
entered. Immediately, he noticed that there was an air of stress in the room. It wasn’t odd, but 
it was contagious. 


“I’m back.” He’d been gone for at least thirty twors, but it only felt like a few to him. 


Heads whipped to him, and he stilled where he stood. “I spoke to Eret,” He trailed off, eyes 
darting between his crew mates. 


“The human is in Las Nevadas.” Tubbo blurted. 


Phil immediately felt like he’d been punched by his words, and he knew his face was 
scrunching up into something incredulous. ““What?" 


“Human, Las Nevadas.” Tubbo shrugged, looking the least frazzled of the group. Wilbur 
looked conflicted, but Phil had an inkling of suspicion that his son was at least a little happy 
about the development, even if it was miniscule. 


Phil was left reeling for a few moments, “You have access to cameras in Las Nevadas?” 


“Nope, the fuckers kick me out everytime.” Tubbos’ brows furrowed in mild annoyance, “I 
just have access to the security cameras in the Trade Center, and one happened to be outside 


the entrance to the Transport station. Human went in and never came out. I think it’s safe to 
assume it hitched a ride.” Tubbo gestured vaguely with his hand. 


“Guess we’re going to Las Nevadas.” Phil sighed, wings folding stiffly behind his back. 


There was a stretch of uncomfortable silence before Ranboo broke it, shifting nervously, “Uh, 
what did you talk to Eret about?” 


“Ah,” Phil stood straighter at that, “I went to talk to them about the human. About its 
debatable intelligence.” 


All four of his crew suddenly looked intrigued, Wilbur being the most obvious about it. 
“They uh, they told me about what happened with the first humans.” At Wilburs’ raised 
eyebrows he elaborated, “More than the public knows.” 


“He actually told you?” Techno was the one to speak this time, looking skeptical from where 
he was leaned against a wall. 


Phil nodded, to which Techno conceded. 


“Well? What’d he say?” 


“We all know the translators didn’t work on the humans, but they didn’t stop at that. They 
tried communicating without words. Pictures, and stuff,” Phil relayed, “The humans didn’t 
show any sign they understood. The researcher that tried was killed by them, and so were 
thirteen others.” The amount killed had been rumored, some were theatrical in their theories, 
some tried to be realistic. The number of victims ranged from forty to five according to the 
story tellers. 


Having an actual number though, that was something else. 


“Did he tell you how many humans they had?” Wilbur piped up, interest shone in his eyes. 


“Two.” 


“Two,” Wilbur repeated, looking disbelieving. “They took out thirteen people?” 


“Fourteen, including one peacekeeper.” Phil corrected. 


“Shit.” Tubbo breathed out. “That sucks.” 


Phil couldn’t hold back a bemused chuckle at Tubbos’ words, “Yeah, it sucks.” 


“So...Eret confirmed the humans are just...weirdly intelligent?” Tubbos’ voice pitched 
higher in uncertainty. 


“Yep.” 


“So, no sentience?” 


“Tubbo, there’s a difference between sentience and intelligence.” Wilbur deadpanned, 
interrupting any response Phil might have had. 


“Who even cares, man—” 


“Tt’s important! Sentience means having the ability to feel and think. Perceive.” Wilbur 
gestured aggressively to his head with his hands. “Humans probably have that, but not to a 
complex degree. It varies.” Tubbo groaned in the midst of Wilburs’ rambling. 


“Whatever mannn...”’ He leaned back in his chair. 


Phil chuckled at the exchange, crossing his arms. 


“* Not whatever,” 


“Word police.” Techno drawled out wryly from his place by the wall, earning him an 
unimpressed stare from Wilbur. Tubbo parroted Technos’ words, a smug grin blooming on 
his face at Wilbur's annoyance. The three of them bickered for a bit, momentarily having 
eased the tenseness in the room. Phil watched on fondly, wings relaxing behind him where 
they were once stiff. 


“How long do you think itll be until the human starves?” Tubbo blurted suddenly, startling a 
confused laugh from a few of them, including Phil. 


“Why do you just change topics like that?” Ranboo spoke incredulously. 


“T didn’t change the topic, I’m still talking about the human.” Tubbo countered. 


“Wha— no—? Nevermind.” Ranboo was quick to give up, and Phil could see why. 


“So, trip to Las Nevadasss?” Tubbos’ voice pitched as he drew out the words, a smile clear in 
his voice as he looked around the occupants of the room with his hands raised. Techno 
groaned. 
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The view of the ocean was nice, and Tommy would even go as far as to say it was calming, 
however, even with how calming it was, it couldn’t suppress the uncomfortable feeling of 
being watched. 


He’d been at the observatory for at least thirty minutes by now, and sometime in the middle 
of it the prickly feeling of eyes on him made itself known. As much as he tried, he couldn’t 
ignore it, and he wasn’t sure it was a good idea anyway. 


Pushing away from the glass that separated him and the ocean, he swiveled around to eye 
each face in the crowds of people, surveying over groups sitting together at tables, pairs 
walking down the pathways, but none of them were even giving him the time of day. No one 
looked his way, at least, no one he could see. Glancing back briefly into the vast ocean, he 
distantly entertained the idea that a fish was just staring at him. 


He wasn’t sure if his paranoia was justified, but he decided to move on his gut. Straying 
further from the observatory, he curled his hands into his sides defensively. He fell back into 
the crowded streets, watchful gaze darting between aliens sitting in restaurants and aliens 
linked arm in arm. He’d never really habited cities much. Pretty much every foster of his 
lived in the suburbs. The buzzing energy that crowds of active people created was oddly nice 
—well, it’d be nice if he weren’t so god damn stressed. 


Having traveled far enough that if he looked back, the observatory would be out of view, 
you'd think that the feeling of being watched would eventually dissipate, but during the entire 
walk he could feel something. Something in the back of his mind was just sure it was 
something watching him, but reason dissuaded this theory. Who would be watching him? He 
didn't see anyone watching him, and he'd weaved through the crowds and walked for ages 
and the feeling never went away once. 


The fact that he couldn't find a source but the feeling remained was making him feel crazy. 


He continued to walk, the discomfort slowly ebbing away as he allowed himself to 
mindlessly make his way down the walkways. It lingered, but he did his best to keep his 
mind off it. Despite his vigilance, he didn't notice the crowds beginning to thin out. He didn't 


notice until the stark contrast of the bustling crowds versus the odd quietness around him 
caught his attention. His ears began to ring, goddamn tinnitus. 


The slow absence of people had been so gradual, by the time he stopped in his tracks, the 
closest person he could see was at least a block away. The crowds...just stopped at a certain 
point. They didn't cross the threshold, but none looked his way either. Shit, had he walked 
into an area he wasn't supposed to be in? He could've sworn there were people closer just 
seconds ago. Did they...choose to evacuate the area? He immediately felt out of place, too 
exposed. 


He'd stopped right in front of a smaller fountain. It was square, and the trickling of water was 
the only thing close he could hear. The sounds of the crowds were distant now. There were 
benches on every side of the fountain except for one, which he distantly noted was an odd 
placement. Four sides but only three benches? No wonder people avoided this area, the 
design choice was offensive. 


At least have two benches...make it even, y’know... 


He had turned in place to make his way back to the crowds, not wanting to stay in this weird 
ghost area any longer, when he heard a shuffling behind him. 


He immediately whipped around, flinching back and suppressing a noise of surprise at the 
sight. A man— alien, was standing just feet away from him in front of the fountain. Their 
face was obscured by a mask, and to his mild horror, it had that familiar pixelated smile. 
Their hands were gloved, yet still clawed, as many of the aliens he saw were. They were a 
few inches shorter than him, but despite them being the smallest alien he's come in contact 
with so far, he's the most scared he's been since being first abducted. 


He was still for a few seconds, engaging in a staring contest with the impassive mask the 
other was wearing. 


Distantly, he noted that the three benches around the fountain had been reduced to two. 


The alien made the first move, head tilting to the side as they crossed their arms, an 
unfamiliar language filling the air. Tommy stiffened, the sudden voice being loud against the 
quiet background. He took a step back, almost involuntarily. 


The alien made no move to approach, though it wasn't backing off either. He couldn't 
understand them, and he didn't know how to communicate that. Frowning behind his scarf, he 
took another step back. At this, the alien reached out a hand. It didn't look like it was 
intended to grab at him, but he'd already flinched back when he realized this. The two of 
them remained still in a quiet standoff, Tommy preparing to flee while the latter kept eerily 
silent. 


They spoke again, but this time their voice was softer, hands raised in an almost placating 
manner. He didn't know what this guy wanted, and while part of him wanted to escape back 
into the comfort of the crowds where he didn't stand out, another part of him was curious. 
The alien hadn't made any moves to attack him, and maybe it was naive, but he wasn't too 
afraid anymore. On edge, a little, but...eh, he could probably take the guy in a fight. 


He spoke as much, despite knowing his words wouldn't be understood, “I'll kick your ass.” 


This time, it was the alien who stilled their movement. Tommy raised a brow at them, feeling 
more confident by the second. He hoped his sudden cockiness didn't get him, like, eaten. On 
the bright side, these were the first words he'd spoken in several hours. They felt loud in his 
ears, foreign on his tongue, but threats were a step in the right direction. 


The alien exhaled, a frustrated sound Tommy could recognize. They angled their head down, 
fist clenched pensively in front of them. They looked up once more, speaking, but it didn't 
sound aimed at him as much as to themselves. Tommy didn't dare take his eyes off them, but 
he did chance a glance around his surroundings. No one else but them. Okay. Good 
conditions for a murderer. Hopefully, that was something the stranger in front of him wasn't. 


The alien moved again, gesturing with a clawed finger to where their mouth would be if the 
mask weren't in the way. They shook their head animatedly, gesturing vaguely at Tommy 
again. Tommy squinted, deciding to engage in the currently one-sided charades the other was 
proposing. 


He nodded uncertainly, hoping that was a universal sign. 


There was a tenseness that left the aliens' shoulders as he did so. He didn't know what that 
meant, but whatever. The fact he was actually communicating—albeit a little pathetically— 
with someone right now was...he didn't know how to describe the feeling. Relieving? 
Exciting? Comforting? He decided it was somewhat of a weird amalgamation of all three. 
Hopefully, this didn't lead to him being kidnapped. 


The alien straightened, exhaling once again and making a beckoning motion with one arm. 
Tommy squinted again, “You're not gonna kidnap me, are you?” He spoke uselessly. 


The alien didn't answer, unsurprisingly. They only repeated the beckoning motion, gesturing 
in the direction of the crowds as if asking him to follow. Were they escorting him back to the 
rest of the public? Had he been trespassing? Did this guy know he was a minor? He doesn't 
look like a minor, in his opinion. He's tall. 


He didn't move, even when the alien continued its beckoning motion, muttering under their 
breath. He crossed his arms, taking a singular step back and glaring at the alien. Stranger 
danger, an’ all that. They could've just been a very cooperative police officer, and he was 
being unknowingly arrested, but another part of him reminded him that this guy was eerily 
similar to the alien he'd seen on the screen just a night before. 


The aliens' shoulders slumped eventually, and something akin to a groan escaped them. Yeah, 
serves em’ right. If dying is a real possibility around any corner, he's gonna die being a 
general nuisance. Bit of a depressing motto, but he'll take what he can get. Spoiler alert, it's 
not much. 


The alien spoke up once more, this time it was louder, firmer. They beckoned, moving to 
Tommys’ left and walking backwards a few steps. Tommy only continued to give them the 
stink eye, matching their movements oppositely, moving so they continued to be directly 
opposing each other. 


Silence. More silence, then the alien reached forward and snagged Tommys’ wrist. Tommy 
squeaked, moving to twist himself out of the way but he wasn't quick enough. The alien 
wasted no time dragging him behind them as they made their way towards the crowds. It all 
happened so fast that Tommy was rendered speechless for a few seconds before regaining his 
composure. 


He attempted to wrangle himself out of the aliens' grasp, but something shifted, their hand 
shifted and it changed. It changed in a way Tommy couldn't pinpoint, but suddenly their grip 
was stronger. “I— I'm a minor y'know,” He sputtered, panicked. 


They only continued to drag, and Tommys’ protests were met with silence. Tommy could do 
nothing but stumble clumsily behind the alien like a baby deer as they cut through the 
crowds. Impressively, the crowds parted to make way for the two of them like magnets of 
equal poles. He couldn't help but suspect it was because of the alien who was currently 
dragging him along. 


Fuck, he should've just ran away while he could. 


It was like he was watching his fate being sealed as they waded through the crowds, a clean 
cut path being made for them as they walked directly down the center of the walkways. The 
casino looking building came into view soon enough, the flashing multicolored lights only 
adding to his stress. He felt nauseous. 


They stopped briefly at the entrance of the casino, though the fucking alien bastard kept 
Tommy firmly in his grasp all the same. He could see what they'd stopped for; a tall fox alien 
had been waiting for them at the entrance, or, waiting for the alien who'd kidnapped him. The 
two aliens exchanged a few words Tommy couldn't understand before the masked alien was 
pulling him along again, crossing the threshold of the intimidating building. 


“You suck, hope you're aware. If no one's ever told you.” He tacked on uselessly. At this 
point he was just speaking to calm his nerves. His own commentary always helped him when 
he was scared. It was his way of bringing humor into the situation, even if he was really 
scared. 


He would not cry. He would not cry. He would not cry. He would not cry— 


The venture through the building was spent mostly spacing out for Tommy. He couldn't even 
focus on his surroundings, too fixated on the gloved hand dragging him along in an iron grip. 
By the time his vision had unblurred, they'd arrived in a room that resembled an office; a 


desk in the center of the room, various shelves lining the walls, and two couches facing each 
other off to the left. 


The doors closed behind them, but the aliens grip on his wrist hadn't faltered yet. Tommy was 
at his wits’ end, and in hindsight, he doesn't know if he'd do it again if he could relive the 
moment, but his streak of flight had finally broken and made way for fight. 


Before he could even think, he was using his free hand to pull the weapon that'd been left 
stagnant in his pocket and putting it to use, flipping it around in his hand so the sharper end 
was facing downwards. He was stabbing into the gloved hand keeping him hostage before he 
knew it. 


The alien immediately ripped their hand away from Tommy, a loud yelp escaping them as 
they whipped around to face him in a defensive position. Tommy fell into his own defensive 
position, breath caught in his throat as he stumbled backwards and tried the handle to the 
doors. They rattled uselessly, they wouldn't open. When had they locked? Fuck. Shit. 


The alien made no move to attack him back, only holding their injured hand with their other 
and staring at him. Tommy felt like he'd sooner break the door handles off before he 
successfully opened them, but he tried again and again despite this. The inaction from the 
alien went unnoticed by him at first, as he was too panicked to register anything, but soon 
enough his breathing slowed and his attention fell back onto the alien. 


The alien who was staring at him, masked face impassive as always. They were shock still, 
just...staring at him. 


Tommy furrowed his brow involuntarily, pressing his back into the doors as he engaged in 
the staring contest. He felt a chill run through his body, suddenly feeling cold. 


It was then, to his horror, that he realized he could feel the cool air of the office against his 
face. His face. 


A hand rushed to his neck instinctively, only to find that the scarf had slid down in the scuffle 
and had left his entire lower half of his face exposed. To his even further horror, he found his 


hood had slipped from his head and revealed the horned headband he'd been hiding 
underneath. If he could press his figure into the doors further, he would. The alien was staring 
at him, and he was staring back. He felt small under their gaze, despite being taller by a good 
amount. 


“Fuck off— fuck off— ” He breathed out, words sharp despite the terror coursing through his 
veins. 


The alien was still for a few more seconds before taking a cautious step backwards, form 
screwing up protectively against itself. Tommy could've been going crazy, but he could've 
sworn he saw their figure growing taller. The blank smile on their mask left a lot to the 
imagination when it came to their expressions, but body language did a good job of filling in 
the blanks. 


Tommy didn't go in for another attack, but he was damn ready to. He gripped the weapon 
tighter in his hold, forcing his face to settle into a glare. 


The alien took a few more experimental steps back, their confident gait from before now 
lost. 


Tommy sneered, “Yeah, fuck off.” Traitorously, his voice wavered, despite his best efforts. 
He reached a hand into his pockets for the little screws he'd pocketed on his first few hours 
on the planet, uselessly throwing them at the alien. Despite their relative harmlessness, the 
alien flinched back anyways. 


The alien remained still for a few moments before moving once more, reminiscent to when 
they first met, they circled to his right slowly, keeping their distance. Tommy kept his as well, 
matching their cautious steps and moving to his left, unknowingly stepping further and 
further away from the door. 


Suddenly, quick enough that it startled an embarrassing squeak from Tommy, the alien made 
a mad dash for the door, throwing it open and slamming it behind them. It was already too 
late when Tommy regained his wits' and rushed for the door, rattling the handles to no avail. 
Locked, again. He swore loudly, hands coming up to grip at his head. 


Fuck. 


Fuck! 


He was stuck in this fucking room, and he didn't know what was going to happen to him. He 
stumbled to a corner, between a couch and a shelf and slid down the wall, curling in on 
himself. Terror and fear crept it's way into his veins once more, and his vision became blurry 
with nausea and what he hoped weren't tears. 


He wanted to go home, wherever that was. 


3 2k 2 2k ok 


Adrenaline was still coursing through Quackitys’ veins as he rushed through the halls of his 
estate. He wasn't sure of what'd he'd seen, but it wasn't a Develish. It wasn't any other species 
he recognized. And the kid had—or, whatever it was, it had stabbed him. 


Stabbed him! 


It hadn't pierced through his hand completely, but he could feel blood trickle out of the 
pulsing wound. The glove had softened the impact, just slightly. 


There was an inkling in the back of his mind that insisted he knew what they were, that he 
recognized the species, but it was an insane thought. Thoughts were racing through his head 
so quickly he couldn't pin one down to focus on it, simply putting all his efforts into making 
it down the hallway. He took in a deep breath, stilling in his steps before calling out; 


“Slime,” His voice was much weaker than he intended, quiet. He chastised himself internally 
for the weakness before his thoughts were interrupted, a familiar sight forming in front of 
him. 


“Quackity, from Las Nevadas.” The slime greeted, a lopsided grin on his face. The grin 
faltered just slightly as he saw the state Quackity was in, “You are...bigger.” 


Quackity blinked from behind his mask, voice caught in his throat for a moment before he 
cleared it. “Oh, uh, yeah.” He willed his form to change to its usual height, his perspective 
suddenly changing. 


“Oh!” Slime smiled, “Okay!” 


Quackity exhaled once again, stress bubbling up inside him. “Make sure our guest doesn't 
leave my office, Slime. You don't have to go in, but,” He ran a hand through his hair, “Make 
sure they don't leave. Or trash anything...” He tacked on. 


“We have a guest?” Slime spoke with faux confusion, which Quackity spotted right away. 
The slime wasn't a great liar. 


Quackity crossed his arms. Slime slumped. 


“T already knew that.” He conceded, dumb smile still on his face. 


Quackity, despite himself, couldn't suppress a smile. “Thanks, Slime. I have...things to work 
through. And, my office is occupied.” He sucked in air through his teeth. 


Slime nodded, sending an animated wink towards him before sliding past him. He turned 
slightly, calling out to the other, “I'm serious, be careful! Our guest stabs things!” 


He could hear a faint ‘Oh no!’ as Slime rounded the corner to the direction of his office. 
Sighing, he reached under his mask to run a hand down his face. He had decisions to make, 
and they wouldn't be easily made. 
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Chapter Summary 


Things start to connect, people and events alike. Tommy is ballsy as fuck, girl calm 
down! 
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The first thing Tommy had done when he finished his mini freak-out session was kick over a 
chair. Retaliation for trapping him inside a room. 


There was no room left for boredom in his mind, the majority of space being taken up by 
fear, frustration, and a twinge of curiosity. The room he'd been unceremoniously locked in 
was by no means empty, shelves lined with what looked like books were in the plenty here. It 
led him to suspect that the alien hadn't exactly planned on using this room as a holding cell, 
or they at /east hadn't adequately prepared for a prisoner. There were several things in the 
room that had potential to be a weapon, so, not very smart to just /eave him in here. Though, 
in the aliens defense, it's not like Tommy was experienced enough to be able to plan an 
escape competently. All he'd been doing so far was desperately trying to distract himself from 
the growing nausea and pacing around the room. 


In the midst of his criticisms for the aliens' shameful forethought, he debated the possibility 
of just breaking the door down. It wasn't a hopeful thought, but it would kill two birds with 
one stone; attempting escape, and trashing this losers’ stupid office. 


Bee-lining towards the desk that lay motionless in the center of the room, he scanned over the 
contents of its surface, curiously dragging a finger along the top of a machine that resembled 


a computer. Its screen was dark, and it would remain that way since Tommy hadn't a clue of 
how to turn it on. Brows knitting together, he snags the heaviest thing he can find on the 
desk. He wants to assume it's a paperweight, considering it had been resting on a few sheets 
of paper. He notes the shape of the sheets weren't the familiar rectangles he was used to, 
instead being perfect squares. 


The paperweight had been made of a material that resembled glass, but the texture was a 
jarring contrast to what he'd been expecting from the smooth looking surface of the sphere. 
Scrutinizing the weird orb with a squinty gaze for only a second more, he was directing his 
attention to the two double doors that separated him from his freedom. Taking a few seconds 
to properly aim the trajectory of his throw, he used as much force as he could muster to hurl 
the paperweight against the locked aperture. 


The heavy sphere came in contact with its target, a thunderous bang proof of its success in 
reaching its goal. Tommy felt himself involuntarily jolting at the sound, but the scare was 
short lived as it was overrun by irritation. Despite the shockingly loud noise it had elicited, 
the paperweight hadn't even made a dent in the unknown material the door was made of. It 
looked like wood, but apparently it was reinforced with something else, making it 
surprisingly strong. Strong enough that his efforts were proven to be futile. 


The paperweight hadn't received damage either—annoyingly enough—harmlessly rolling on 
the ground now where it had landed. The only thing Tommy had really succeeded in doing 
was startling himself, which was vaguely embarrassing. 


Resigned to resting his hands on his hips as he glared daggers at the door, he hadn't noticed a 
new presence behind him until the quiet ambience of the room was unceremoniously broken. 


A voice, spoken in a language he didn't understand, rang out from behind him. A startled yet 
hushed “fuck!” escaped his throat as he whipped his entire body around to face the source, 
having half the mind to pick the paperweight back up and give it a second chance to prove its 
worth. 


There, standing relatively unbothered, was the slimy alien that he'd encountered just hours 
before. It— they, had the same dopey smile on that he recognized was an expression the alien 
wore almost constantly. The two of them stood in relative silence for a good few seconds 
before the alien widened their mouth to speak again, but Tommy was bulldozing over the 
attempt immediately; 


“You.” He spoke accusingly, pointing a vivacious finger their way as he set the alien with his 
best glare. This motherfucker, he thought with resolute betrayal. They'd definitely snitched. 


The alien only tilted its head to the side, obviously not understanding what he’d said, or his 
completely valid irritation towards him. The bastard. Silence permeated the air once more as 
Tommy was telepathically attempting to communicate how much he wanted to set the other 
on fire with just his eyes, but it was broken as the alien warbled more of its incomprehensible 
language. 


Tommy waited a few seconds before speaking again, “I'm going to knock you out with a 
chair.” He settled on, crossing his arms. 


The slime creature wasn't deterred by his threat, unsurprisingly. 


It shuffled closer, though at Tommys’ sudden defensive stance towards the action, they gave 
pause. Its’ stupidly cute face scrunched up in something akin to puzzlement, and Tommy felt 
the traitorous lack of fear return. It was wildly inhuman, and by all means didn’t make 
rational sense, but the aliens’ features were just so disarming. Maybe it was the fact that it 
didn’t have teeth, or...any bones. It looked like a flimsily made elementary schoolers’ 
science project. 


The alien repeated its’ attempt at speaking to him, flapping its slimy arms around with a 
smile on their face as they did so. He might’ve just been hearing things wrong, but he 
could’ve sworn the alien was speaking a separate language now than what he’d heard the first 
time. It sounded distinguishably different, but he wasn’t too sure of it. The observation was 
momentaneous, as in the next moment he was suddenly occupied with putting as much 
distance between himself and the alien as possible. The alien, for some reason, had decided to 
encroach on his personal space despite his obvious discomfort. 


It continued its’ trek towards him regardless, clearly not getting the context clues that he 
wanted to be /eft alone. Their heedless pursuit was met with resistance in the form of several 
books thrown haphazardly, some missing, some hitting their target. It apparently didn’t 
dissuade them in the slightest, as they continued onward, unbothered. Bastard. Tommy 
scrambled for more things in his vicinity to chuck valiantly at the alien, all the while 
muttering frantic curses under his breath. 


Eventually, something must’ve clicked in its mind as it stopped in its tracks a few feet away 
from him, contemplation visible on its face as it directed its attention to the multiple objects 
littered around the carpeted floor. Tommy stopped in tandem, posture remaining rigid. He 
hadn’t even noticed the mess he’d made until the alien had prompted the pause for self 
reflection. 


Face screwing into one of mock disappointment, he gestured with a hand to the disarray, 
“Look what you made me do.” He accused. 


The alien paid no attention to his words, reaching down to pick up a book—effectively 
covering it in slime as he did—and set it gently on the desk beside them. It seemed satisfied 
with its work, if the smile replacing its contemplative expression from before was anything to 
go by. Tommy frowned, sending a judgemental look towards the aliens’ efforts. 


Tommy was just about to resume his endeavor of running away when the alien did something 
that gave him pause; it’d turned its attention back towards him, and waved, a familiar gesture 
that he hadn’t expected to see come from a slime creature. Tommy stared, frozen in place 
dumbly for a few seconds before swallowing his confusion and hesitantly waving back. 


The alien looked visibly elated at Tommys’ reciprocation, repeating the action once more, 
this time with more enthusiasm. Tommy couldn’t catch the bemused chuckle that escaped his 
throat in time before it was spilling out, his own amusement startling him. 


Okay... His own thoughts drawn out in confusion, he experimentally took a step closer to the 
alien, a reckless part of him wanting to trust the other not to hurt him. It’s not like it could get 
much worse than this, he’d already been kidnapped, his fate was already practically sealed. 


A part of him chastised himself for exchanging pleasantries with the very alien whose fault it 
was he had been imprisoned, but another part of him is delighted at the prospect of 
communication— without the goal in mind of coaxing Tommy into a glue trap. The alien 
gave no sign that it intended to attack, only watching Tommy with an innocent curiosity, 
goopy hands hanging limply downwards from where their elbows were bent to their chest. 


They spoke again, and Tommy was sure this time that the language they’d been speaking was 
an entirely new one. It was distinctly different, and Tommy distantly allowed himself to be 
impressed with the fact he could recognize the change. Had this alien just been switching 
languages every time they spoke to him? Huh, okay. Multilingual king. 


Tommy squinted at the alien, "I can't understand you, mate." He tried, though there was 
resignation in his voice he hadn't accounted for prior to speaking. 


The alien didn't seem to mind the fact, considering it continued to speak to him regardless, so 
Tommy wouldn't either. Suddenly, feeling insanely ballsy, he reached forward to poke an 
experimental finger into the aliens’ gooey face. It was only seconds later that he'd realized the 
full extent of what he'd done and retracted his hand like the slime had burned him. Why did 
he do that. Why was he so adamant on teasing fate? Just, a// the time? All these were 
questions he'd asked himself too late, as the deed had been done. He really needed to start 
thinking before doing things. 


His heart raced, but his panic wasn't outwardly visible; the only proof of it being the 
uncontrollable pumping of blood in his ears. Surprisingly, the alien didn't seem to mind the 
sudden encroachment on its personal space. Actually, he's not sure if he was too surprised, 
considering just a moment earlier he'd been hurling various objects at the poor sod and it'd 
continued to smile like an idiot. 


"I'm going to take it... you don't mind..." He spoke slowly, unstiffening as he did. 


The two continued to engage in a vaguely tense staring contest, though the tense nature was 
entirely one-sided. The next action was taken by the alien, and Tommy distantly 
acknowledged they'd just been taking tentative turns at clunky communication, which was 
sort of funny. 


More presently, the alien was extending a hand upwards, holding it stagnantly above their 
head and staring at Tommy expectantly. They warbled a quick sentence at him, though it 
went largely unacknowledged as Tommy was busy trying to figure out what the hell the alien 
wanted from him. Lips downturning in apt confusion, his pupils darted awkwardly from the 
aliens’ face to the raised hand. 


Ridiculously, the only thing that really came to mind was a high-five, but that couldn't be it. 
He got more and more unsure of this as the seconds ticked by in uncomfortable silence as the 
alien kept its hand raised, dumb, open-mouthed smile never faltering. 


He could feel his brows furrowing as he frantically wracked his brain for a proper response to 
this. He awkwardly raised a hand, mirroring the aliens actions unsteadily, hovering the 
appendage in the air unsurely before his palm inelegantly found its way to the aliens gooey 
palm. 


The alien immediately seemed pleased with the development, or at least, he assumed so. He 
hoped so. The alien tried its luck at speaking to him again, and unsurprisingly he was still 
unable to decipher the language— however, oddly enough, the language sounded familiar, 
like he'd heard it before. The recognition was fleeting, and he was pushing the thought 
subconsciously to the back of his mind already, but the sudden itch of suspicion that he'd 
heard it somewhere before stained his thoughts despite it not being at the forefront of his 
mind anymore. 


The second thought that he came to recognize was that this alien was...nice. Odd, but nice. 
He couldn’t help but trust them, despite his fear. The longing he felt in regards to company 
was crying to be indulged, and he wanted to quell it, despite his better judgment. He thought 
he'd have more trust issues, logically, but they’d never really developed. In reality, he was 
just a foster kid, not a hardened war veteran, not a trained soldier, just a gullible foster kid. 
Having the upbringing he did dulled him to the idea of permanence, but it hadn't snuffed out 
his optimism. Not yet, atleast. He’s not sure why he never developed the aforementioned 
defense mechanism, though behind the comedic false bravado, he wondered if the answer 
was simply because his brain was dumb. 


It's not like he was optimistic intentionally, he just never bothered to entertain the worst 
possible outcome too often. Most of his misfortune always came as a surprise to him, though 
it never kicked him down far enough. He was tough, he knew this for a fact, and if trusting 
this alien turned out to be a terrible idea, he wouldn't feel betrayal, only motivation to pick 
his allies a little better. And he'd probably follow through on his earlier claim and knock 
them out with a chair. That wasn't betrayal talking, just karma. 


Really, being betrayed was actually just dodging a bullet, in a way—if you thought about it. 
He just hoped they wouldn’t take too long to get to the betrayal part. 


Retracting his hand after several too long moments, he shuffled back a step awkwardly. He 
hoped he hadn’t, like, unintentionally declared war on aliens with their impromptu high five. 
That’d be extremely unfortunate. 


The slime creature moved again, and Tommy discontentedly repined the fact he didn’t have 
the ability to ask the aliens’ name. This time, the alien raised a hand to gesture to Tommys’ 
horns, which Tommy had admittedly almost forgotten were there. Tommy made a show of 
pinching each side of the headband and lifting it off his head and placing it back on a few 
times, just to show they weren’t real. He’s not sure why he hasn’t discarded them at this 
point, but he supposes he’d equipped them solely for aesthetic purposes in the first place. It 
made him feel nice; horns were cool. 


The alien looked pleasantly fascinated with faux horns Tommy donned, head tipping to the 
side as they watched with apt curiosity. Tommy couldn’t help the fond smile that bled onto 
his face, low chuckles bubbling out of him as he mimicked the latters’ head tilt. He’s the 
calmest he’s been since he’d been stolen into this unfamiliar world, and he’s doing his best to 
cherish every second of it. 
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Quackity was currently faced with a dilemma. The subject of humans, recently simple, had 
also just as recently been made complicated. 


Everything they knew of humans, all the dust that had been laid to rest, it’d been rudely and 
unceremoniously unsettled with the reveal of his most recent guests’ true identity. The 
information he and every other citizen of the stars had accepted without another thought was 
suddenly being challenged by opposing evidence, evidence currently only he held. The 
permanence of this fact would change soon enough based on his decisions in the next few 
hours, but in the current moment it was up to him and him only to determine whether 
everything they knew about humans had been wrong, or if humans were just convincing 
animals. 


It felt wrong to question, and it made him particularly sick, knowing the events that’d taken 
place when site-46 was still standing. The only people who truly knew all the details of the 
case were the High Council members, but despite this, he’d gotten his hands on files that the 
Council never wanted out there. It permitted him to knowing more than the average person. 
He was an information dealer, he was supposed to know things, especially things as 
important as this. His roots ran deep, spreading across the entire known galaxies, siphoning 
data and knowledge back to him at an almost constant rate—but today he’d been faced with 
information that could be more valuable than anything else for years to come. 


Humans weren’t supposed to be like them. 


Humans aren't supposed to be like them. 


And yet, the evidence he’d just witnessed with his own eyes combated this supposed fact. 
The talk of humans had died down exponentially as the inciting incident became history, but 
the subject had never left the peoples’ minds completely. Whispers still hung around, ghost 
stories, rumors, convoluted retellings of site-46. It’s rare for a district to have the same 
memory of the story, all of them arguing over various details, but there’s one thing they all 
agreed on; and it’s that humans were animals. 


It was supposed to be the one thing they were all sure of—it’s still supposed to be, at least for 
others. Not for Quackity, not anymore. 


He wants to be able to explain this, he wants to be able to reason that maybe he’d overlooked 
something, or gotten something wrong in his recent discoveries, but he can’t; and it’s for the 
simple fact that he would’ve never guessed the human wasn’t sentient if they’d never been 
unmasked. 


There were no tells, no signs, no anything. Barely anyone had an accurate image of what a 
human was supposed to look like, and they’d all been illustrations or AI generated pictures 
based off known features, but the human was almost indistinguishable from any other 
intelligent species among the stars, save for the all too smooth face and lack of any 
characteristic recognized in every known species. It was almost uncanny. 


Ender, they’d spoken to him. No barking, growling, no inherently animalistic noises. 


The only thing he could really compare between the human he’d encountered today and the 
humans from site-46 was their penchants for violence. It’s not like the reaction was 
completely inappropriate, but really? Stabbing him? The majority of intelligent species 
weren’t known for acting on aggression. It was either flight or fawn, unless the species had a 
natural defense mechanism that released itself upon sensing danger, like magians. Piglins 
were an exception, more prone to offense instead of defense, but Piglins had a battle oriented 
culture. Their will to fight hadn’t been nature, it was nurture. Reports of physical altercations 
among the Undivided world were little and insignificant, almost all of them being related to 
territory disputes or ring fighting gone wrong. 


It was especially strange as the human had used a weapon, a tool. He had little reason or 
evidence to deny their intelligence, and that revelation was almost unfathomable. 
Somewhere, deep in an unexplored solar system, was a planet habited by an intelligent 
species. An intelligent species that the rest of the galaxy outside of it had written off as feral. 


Quackity settled himself further onto the railing he’d been leaning on, eyes feeling heavy yet 
startlingly awake behind his mask. Staring down unseeingly into the crowded casino below, 
he felt his form flickering and morphing against his wishes. He frowned, feeling a headache 
growing behind his eyes. He forced himself to focus on the inhabitants below, counting each 
red cloak he saw, then subsequently moving on to count the amount of formal wear he could 
see being worn. 


He’d been so engrossed in his effort to count every single table littering the space that he 
hadn’t noticed the presence behind him until it was speaking. 


“Quackity!” 


He immediately whirled around noiselessly, thankfully, having enough practice to keep down 
any noise he would’ve made otherwise, “Fundy! Fuck,” He breathed, “What’d I say about 
sneaking up on me, huh?” 


“Sir, no offense, but this is just how I walk.” The vulpian deadpanned. 


“Walk louder.” Quackity retorted. 


“Anyway,” Fundy spoke pointedly, “Just wanted to let you know, the SBI are coming to Las 
Nevadas in a few varis.” He dropped bluntly. 


Quackitys’ shoulders slowly rose, “Why?” 


“No clue, Wilbur didn’t say what for.” The vulpian swiveled back around, waving a claw, 
“Just thought you should know. I’m going back to work.” Quackity took note of how the 
other seemed tense, despite his best efforts to remain impassive. 


Quackity let his shoulders drop as Fundy disappeared around a corner, a groan threatening to 
escape his throat. He caught it before it could, but that’s when something came to his 
attention. 


This was a weird coincidence. 


Of course, the possibility of co-occurring events was always feasible, but in just two cycles, 
three rather prominent events had come to his attention. The potential Council leak, the 
humans’ arrival in his domain, and the SBI deciding they suddenly have business in Las 
Nevadas. Phil hadn’t contacted him in regards to their apparent visit soon either, which was 
odd. He always told Quackity when to expect them, as their presence was never looked over, 
no matter how much the people who frequented Las Nevadas pledged to mind their own 
business. 


If he were any more oblivious, he might’ve looked over the connections between dots, but 
he’d been in the business of overthinking for a long, long time. 


Gaze flitting back downwards to the bustling crowds below, he let his expression relax. 


Pushing back from the railing, he slinked into the shadows of the empty balcony, feeling his 
form twitch and contort until he was sure he was unrecognizable. Turning his head to stare at 
his reflection in a window, he let a scowl cross his unfamiliar features. His aim was to appear 
unremarkable, but of course, it was difficult with the permanent scar marring his face, 


something even a changeling couldn’t rid himself of. Physical injuries to this extent 
practically crippled a changeling. It was the worst thing you could do to one, but, alas, he had 
to make it work. Only a select few people knew of the blemish, and in turn they were the 
only ones who'd be able to recognize him. 


Letting a strand of hair fall over his right eye, he willed the molecules and atoms to rearrange, 
the hair having distorted itself into the illusion of an eyepatch. 


He didn’t get this far by being an amateur at shapeshifting. 


The image of an ordinary merling with an eyepatch stared back at him in his reflection. 
Satisfied with his work, he descended down the stairs and crossed the threshold to where the 
consumers resided. He was taller than he was used to, but not tall enough to stand out. 
Carding through the crowds, careful to look inconspicuous, he listened in on the various 
conversations being exchanged. While people in Las Nevadas vowed to mind their business 
inside the city, that didn't mean this place was a breeding ground for gossip for matters 
pertaining elsewhere. 


He heard whispers and incredulous retellings of the attempted assassination on world leader 
Vera, murmurs of the legalization of speciest rulings in Volis, and other hushed exchanges of 
viral news, but none that had really caught his attention just yet. Gaze shifting over the 
crowds meticulously, he made the executive decision to focus his attention on the huddles of 
people that appeared more closed off, as if trying to keep away from prying ears. It's too bad 
they'd caught the attention of Quackity. 


Passing by each group, straining his ears to catch the whispers among the bumbling ambience 
that permeated the estate, he caught word of a title that made him freeze. Trying to remain 
unobtrusive, he slowed his gait to listen in on the conversation. 


“I know, it's strange, right?” 


“.eacekeepers haven't been in the TC in ye...’ 


“ey re trying to take back control, aren't they?” 


Despite his best efforts, he couldn't catch the whole of the conversation, only tidbits that 
happened to have been murmured louder than the rest. He’d heard enough though, enough for 
his form to flicker involuntarily. Doing his best not to scowl, he swerved away from the 
group of gossipers and made a direct bee-line for the stairs leading to the employee-only 
areas. The gills he wore weren’t real, so they didn’t flare with his contemplation, but if he 
wasn’t as skilled as he was in schooling his expression into whatever he needed it to be, it’d 
most definitely be screwed up in a look of deep thought right about now. 


How was he only hearing of the arrival of Peacekeepers now? How long had they been here? 
It couldn’t have been more than a day, news of that caliber spreads like wildfire, even if the 
wildfire crept up on you. Aside from the fact he had to hear about the PK from eavesdropping 
on his own customers, there were more important matters he needed to address, such as; why 
were the Peacekeepers in the Trade Center? The Trade Center has never been government 
supervised, the community kept it stable well enough, and they weren’t keen on handing over 
the reigns to Eret and his Council, no matter how well liked the Council leader was. 


The news only further served to convince Quackity that no small amount of the events 
happening on Asphia were interconnected. If the timeline he was assuming proved to be 
correct, there was very little chance that everything happening was just a coincidence. 
Governor ordered PK distribution to the Trade Center of all places, that was no small deed. 


Something was happening, something the Council is desperately trying to keep under its 
reins, and Quackity, no matter if he likes it or not, is now involved. 


Only steps away from crossing the threshold to the employee quarters, he’s stopped by a hand 
extended outward in front of him, resting on his chest sovereignly. Quackity immediately 
stills, half due to surprise and half due to irritation. 


“No unaffiliated beyond this point.” The formally suited security guard was stern in his 
words, and Quackity, despite himself, was holding back barely masked agitation in his face. 
This was his security. Ironic. Ender, if it wasn’t the consequences of his own actions. 


“The Dealer authorized me.” He spoke plainly, having to consciously keep the annoyance 
from spreading to his face. Foresight being his strong suit, he’d thought ahead already and 


interrupted the guard before he could call him out on his obvious bullshit, “Ask Fundy, he’ll 
know.” 


The guards’ breath caught in his throat, looking down at him like he wanted to argue, but 
eventually he relented. He brought up a communicator to his face, eyes still trained on 
Quackity as he spoke into it, “Fundy, merling at the rightmost sector saying the Dealer's got 
‘im authorized. Said you'd...” He paused, looking Quackity up and down, “Said you'd be 
able to confirm.” 


Quackity was getting impatient, but unless he wanted this random security guard—and 
subsequently, everyone else surrounding them— to know of his changeling background, he 
had to remain tolerant. 


Fundys’ barely intelligible voice crackled on the other end after a brief moment, “What's the 
mer look like?” Quackity huffed a barely there smile at this, forever grateful that the vulpian 
was smart enough to ask the important questions and not waste a// their time by coming 
down there himself. 


The guard spared a glance down at Quackity once more, gaze flitting to his eyepatch. 
Quackity's only response to this was to cross his arms, tipping his head to the side as he 
leveled the guard with an eyebrow raise. He knew that this guard was only doing their job, on 
his behalf nonetheless, but he couldn't help but revel in the mild annoyance that was shown 
by a downward ticked lip. He had important matters to attend to, and the evening wasn't 
getting any younger. 


“Around six feet, eyepatch,” The guard listed plainly, though he was interrupted soon after. 


“Let ‘im in.” Fundys’ unclear voice rang out from the communicator, drawing a skeptical 
glare from the guard. 


“Right.” The guard drawled, clicking the communicator off. Stepping aside, the guard 
allowed passage. Quackity wasted no time brushing past the security guard, no longer giving 
him the time of day. He had a human to check on. 


Slowing his gait as he got closer and closer to his office, he grew conscious of every step he 
took, the echo of shoes clacking against the ground grating on his ears. He’d already shifted 
back into his usual form by now, redonning the mask around his head. 


He stopped in his tracks as he caught sight of the closed doors of his office down the hallway, 
apprehension filling his gut. He’d left the human practically unsupervised, Slime being the 
only one to have witnessed their actions for the past varis or so. Anything could’ve gone 
wrong in that time. What if the human had escaped? Or hurt Slime? Not that it was 
particularly easy to hurt Slime, but hey, at this point in time he was open to any possibility. 
His body almost having a mind of its own, he swiveled around to bring his modified holotab 
out, opting to check the security cameras fixed above his office before entering. He could call 
slime, but part of him was curious as to what the slime and the human had gotten up to. And, 
despite his strong suspicion that humans are like them, he doesn’t trust it. 


Swiping over a few apps to find the one he was looking for, he opened the security tab, 
switching the view to the one overlooking his office. What he saw was the /ast thing he 
thought he'd see—actually, he's not sure if he could have ever predicted this. 


The sight both confused and fascinated him, the weird amalgamation of feelings causing his 

stomach to do a miniature cartwheel. He’d almost entirely expected Slime to enter the room, 
despite his warnings, but what he hadn’t expected was for him and the human to be cleaning 
up his office. The slightly grainy footage showed the two of them working in tandem to pick 
up books and other objects littered around the ground, though the human was stacking them 

rather haphazardly, they were actively proving his theory, right in front of him. 


Distantly, he thought about how the office managed to get in such a disarray in the first place, 
but more presently, the human and his right hand were working together to tidy up. 
Ridiculously enough. He wasn’t too sure how to feel about it; a little confused, yes, but there 
was another feeling he couldn’t define. 


The human, who not even a varis ago had stabbed him—evident from the bandage wrapping 
around his hand—was fixing the mess they’d presumably made themselves, for ender knows 
what reason. An incredulous laugh escaped him involuntarily. 


As the seconds ticked by, he found himself growing less hesitant to reenter his office. Staring 
down at his holotab, he took a deep breath. “Slime.” 


On the screen, the slime paused in his movements to whip his head around in the direction 
that Quackity assumed was the one he was in. The human seemed to notice Slimes’ sudden 
pause as well, looking up from their awkward stacking to tilt their head at Slime. The latter 
was quick to de-solidify, turning into a puddle of goop and clumsily fitting himself under the 
crack of the doors to the office in less than a second. In consistency with the security footage, 
a flash of movement crossed Quackity’s vision as the slime appeared on the other side of the 
door, right in front of him. 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas!” Slime seemed as upbeat as ever, striding over to him with a 
lopsided smile. 


“Slime,” He repeated, at a loss for the right words for a moment before regaining his 
composure, “Are you okay? Is...how’s the human?” He settled on. 


“Human? Where?” Slime did a full three sixty spin, whipping his head around the empty 
hallway. 


“Human, in my office.” 


“Really?” Slimes’ voice dipped into one of enthusiastic awe. “Can we go see?” Quackity 
exhaled, lolling his head downwards to have a moment to himself before whipping his head 
back up. 


“You saw them. The human.” Quackity tried to explain. 


Slime squinted his beady little eyes, “Quackity from Las Nevadas, do you mean the smart 
baby?” Slime tilted his head. 


““W— Oh, Yes, the baby. The guest.” Quackity reiterated, “Also, I don’t think it’s a baby, 
Slime...” He tacked on, quieter. Slime looked to be in deep thought, a murmur of ‘human’ 
barely audible under his breath. Quackity had just barely opened his mouth to speak again 
when the sound of loud banging against his office door pierced the air, effectively shutting 
him up. 


He swore under his breath, startled, leaning past Slime to look at the undamaged door. He 
could hear unintelligible chatter from the other side, most definitely the human. Prime, the 
human was unhinged. Both he and slime exchanged a look, though Slime looked more cheery 
about it. 


Suddenly feeling very reminiscent of the days when he'd babysit for friends, he let out a 
drawn out exhale. If he had to guess, he predicted he wasn't going to have a day of peace for 
a very long time. He wasted no more time relishing in the last seconds of freedom he had, 
considering they had an impatient human to attend to, or, more accurately, he did. 


Sending one last look towards Slime, he crossed the threshold. 
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Night, the only time when Wilbur truly felt awake. Night, consistent on every planet, constant 
in space. Night, unfortunately, the most dangerous time to be on Asphia. Fortunately, it was 
only dangerous if you were left stranded in the tundras of the planet. All his crew slept during 
the dark hours, all but himself. He used the quiet as an optimal time for productivity, the 
night guaranteeing him solitude. However, the solitude isn’t promised tonight. 


All of SBI are up and buzzing around, putting in their own individual efforts to prepare for a 
trip to Las Nevadas. They don’t have time for slumber, not tonight. As Asphias’ sun 
disappears behind the horizon, night awakens, and Wilbur works. He’s in his own quarters for 
the time being, sitting on his bed and flicking through several decades old articles, mind 
tireless in its pursuit for knowledge. It’s not that he doesn’t trust Erets’ word, but he’s 
skeptical of how viable Erets’ source was all those years ago. The articles written by 


theorizing citizens with no real experience did little to help Wilbur, unsurprisingly. It’s a 
fruitless endeavor, trying to find anything useful online. Only a good clawfull of people 
actually have the mind to pick apart the distant past, and those people are hard to find. 


If the sheer lack of any useful information wasn’t bad enough, it was especially difficult to 
find articles on the right subject matter in the first place. Earth has gone through its fair share 
of titles, and If you wanted to find older articles closer to the inciting incident, you’d have to 
search for “Overworld” instead of Earth. The name “Earth” had only started its rise in use 
after the Council leader suddenly switched to calling it that instead of “The Overworld” a few 
decades ago. For what reason, Wilbur didn’t know. Officially, it’s called Earth now, but a 
good amount of people still refer to it as the Overworld. 


His research comes up with nothing in the end, though it’s not like he was expecting too 
much in the first place. It’d just been an activity to pass time while he waited for his crew to 
finish preparations. More accurately, it was just Phil and Techno he was waiting on. Tubbo 
and Ranboo were seperate enough from the rest of SBI that they didn’t have a place in public 
field work, though it’s not like they’d be allowed in Las Nevadas regardless. Quackitys’ rules 
were strict and most importantly, annoying, in Wilburs’ eyes. Tubbo snuck in on occasion, 
but that was on his own time. 


Wilbur always quietly looked forward to the missions where they had to appear in the public 
eye. It allowed for him to be useful. His family had a social hierarchy, but contrary to the 
usual definition, it was in order of who could effectively survive a social situation the longest. 
Techno being at the very bottom, hilariously, and Wilbur being at the very top. Phil was at a 
comfortable middle ground in social situations, but he didn’t meet Wilburs’ skill and 
charisma. 


His gaze flitted to the digital wall clock that seemed to tick by faster the more he looked at it. 


It'd only be a few twors from now that Wilbur would have to join the rest of his family in 
preparing to depart, but procrastination was just one of many middle names he had. He’d told 
the others he’d be in his room changing, but he’d gotten caught up in scrolling through his 
holotab. More recent articles of current news popped up endlessly on his feed, but he really 
wasn’t interested. He already had the most important news he’d ever need to know currently, 
and he was involved in said news. 


Forcing himself to set his holotab down, he stood abruptly from where he sat, willing himself 
to actually get changed. Throwing a glance to the offending outfit, his gaze shifted from 
worn, to clement excitement. He, Techno and Phil hadn’t donned their uniforms in a little 
over a drag, the only other mission they had previous to the current one being one they hadn’t 
needed to appear publicly for. The uniforms weren’t official or mandatory, of course not, but 
they were there for recognition purposes among the general populace. While SBI worked 
with The Galactic Council, allotting them authority to access things and places inaccessible 
to the average citizen, they were their own branch. Techno would’ ve most likely thrown a fit 
if it were otherwise. 


The uniforms they donned remained consistent with every publicized mission, serving a 
specific purpose; to grant them social authority and respect alongside written authority. They 
could carry a Council badge wherever, but it wouldn’t earn them respect outside simple 
obligation. 


And, he had to admit, their work outfits were cool as fuck. Techno and him were the flashy 
ones of the bunch, though Techno wouldn’t admit it to the extent Wilbur did. Wilbur enjoyed 
how wearing his uniform felt. It was solely reserved for work, but that’s part of what made it 
feel powerful. Under all of his blithe nonchalance, he enjoyed the feeling of power and 
authority that the uniforms granted; how anyone who’d been alive for more than twelve 
orbits could recognize him from a mere glance. Even without the uniforms, if anyone stared 
long enough at the trio, they’d eventually come to discern the identities of the three. 


Techno didn’t need a recognizable uniform to gain respect, but it certainly did help. The trio, 
despite Phils’ insistence that it would’ve been “cute” to have matching uniforms, all had 
different styles; all chosen individually. Technos’ was inspired by Piglin cultures’ standards 
of elegance, donning a ridiculous amount of jewelry that could not have been convenient in 
battle, but Techno had only resolutely stated that even with the disadvantage, he’d sweep the 
floor with anyone anyways. Confident prick. 


Phil wore something more casual than his two sons, but recognizable nonetheless. He’d taken 
from elytrian fashion, something that’d been buried for hundreds of orbits by now, most only 
recognizing them on display at history museums. Plus, the stupid hat he wore religiously, a 
gift he’d gotten from Techno when both he and his brother were kids. 


Wilbur himself wore a fancy trench coat, donning red tinted goggles alongside it; they helped 
with his light sensitive eyes. Being the only one of the trio to actually wear shoes, he decided 
to invest in a pair of boots that boosted his height — mostly to one-up Techno, but it also 
bonused as an intimidation factor. 


Pulling on the aforementioned boots, all he had left to do now was rendezvous with the rest 
of his family. A visit to Las Nevadas was due, and while he wouldn't admit it outwardly, he 
had someone in particular he wanted to see. 


A smirk unconsciously wormed its way onto his face, though if anyone were near, it's not like 
they would've noticed regardless. 
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Even though Quackity was a decent amount confident that the consequences of entering the 
room with the human in it wouldn’t be disastrous, he was nervous. He was fairly sure he 
could defend himself well enough against a single human, especially if he was prepared for it, 
and he was sure—despite the slimes’ naivety, that his right-hand would defend him if he 
sensed he was in danger, but the unknown was a universal fear. It was something that, no 
matter how sure you were of its safety, still left you unsure. Atleast, until you’ve faced it. 
Quackity, well, he hasn’t faced it. Not yet. 


Taking a deep breath, he tentatively turns the handle. 


Breaching the double doors to his office, he’s immediately met with the sight of the human. 
The first he’s seen of them in person since first discovering their true nature. Oddly enough, 
they’re still donning the horns they’d been presumably using as a false front. They’re pacing, 
impatience emanating off of them in waves. Having heard the two of them enter, they 
immediately whip their head up, shoulders becoming taut. They seemed to have noticed 
Quackity himself first, though when their gaze trails to Slime, their posture untenses, just 
slightly. 


With the doors clicking shut behind them, Slime is the first to greet, throwing his arms up and 
approaching with a cheery inflection in his voice, as always, though for some reason the man 
is speaking a language Quackity can’t discern. The human seems equally as puzzled by it, 
scrunching their eyes at Slimes’ enthusiastic yet foreign greeting. They don’t seem to be 
afraid of him, at least, not anymore. 


Quackity however, he seems to be a different case in the humans eyes, despite the fact that 
Slime and him had entered together. He supposes he can’t really blame the human, as, the 
more he thinks about it, the situation must be terrifying. The human and Slime babble 
uselessly at each other for a few seconds, even though they’re unable to understand each 
other, talking just to talk. He can tell they’re speaking two entirely separate languages; even 
the human looks confused. 


Quackity, as a show of peace, raises his hands slowly as a form of placation. He stays where 
he is however, not following Slime in approaching thoughtlessly. The humans’ eyes trail to 
Quackity, though they hyper fixate on his right hand. He doesn’t notice it at first, but after a 
few seconds he can see the humans’ pupils burning holes into the aforementioned limb. 
Frowning minisculely, Quackity flits his gaze towards where the humans attention is trained, 
and he finds the source of their interest. 


Ah. This is his bandaged hand, the one the human had so rudely stabbed a hole into. He turns 
his attention back to the human, who’s now staring back at Quackity with an inexplicable 
expression. The reason for the humans’ staring? Quackity doesn’t know, but right now that’s 
not really the most important thing he has on his mind. 


The staring contest that the two had briefly engaged in was interrupted as Slime, bless him, 
raised his hand, “Dap me up!” 


Quackity opened his mouth to voice his skepticism that the human would know what he 
meant, but to his surprise, the human was quick to reciprocate; slapping their own palm 
against Slimes’ gooey one—consequently covering their hand in slime, to which they 
aggressively flapped their hand in response to, a—disgusted?—grimace forming. 


“Huh.” Quackity couldn’t help but voice his incredulousness. Trying his hand at moving 
closer, he notes that the human doesn’t jolt back or tense up, only turning their attention to 
him with a scrutinizing gaze. 


“Hey...there.” He doesn’t know why he’s speaking, maybe just to fill the awkward silence 
that currently only Slime has felt brave enough to break, maybe out of instinct. No matter the 
reason, it’s not like the human can understand him either way. They don’t pay him any mind, 
only continuing to try and wipe the slime off their hand. 


The slime pipes up again, this time in a language he can recognize, yet still can’t understand. 
From his understanding, it’s Piglin, though he can’t tell what dialect Slime’s chosen. The 
human, evident by their lack of reaction towards Slimes’ words, doesn't understand a single 
word of what he’s saying. 


“Slime,” He voices his bemusement, “What’re you, uh...doing?” The man in question only 
turns to him with a puzzled smile. 


“Huh?” 


“The human speaks human.” Quackity says dumbly, gaze flitting back and forth between the 
human and his right-hand. Slime looks unsurprised by his words, though he does scrunch his 
beady little eyes in consideration. 


Eyes lighting up after only a moment, Slime whips his head back towards the human— 
getting a few flicks of slime in their face while he’s at it, but he pays no mind to it, “; Hola? 
éComo te llamas?” 


Quackity is immediately turning to Slime with abject confusion, and he’s hoping his 
expressionless mask is doing a good job at conveying his bewilderment. He can’t tell you 
why Slimes’ first reaction to being told the human speaks human is to speak the language the 
slime in question first spoke to him, but he seems confident in this decision. He can’t tell if 
this is just another instance of Slime being quirky, or if there’s deeper implications to this. 


Turning his attention to the human, he finds they’re wearing an almost identical expression to 
him under the mask. They’ve stopped mid-motion, abandoning the effort to wipe the flecks 
of slime off their face in lieu of staring slack jawed at Slime. They’re sputtering now, 
expression looking torn between an upturned lip and utter stupefaction. 


And before he even knows it, the human is opening their mouth to respond, something 
Quackity hadn’t in the least bit expected. 


“7 Qué?” They sound unsure of the words coming out of their own mouth, but the language 
is unmistakably the language Slime had taught him all those orbits ago, when they’d first 
met. 


“What... the fuck —” His voice wavers against his own will, shoulders rising to accompany 
his justifiable confusion. Slime turns to him with his godforsaken dopey smile, pointing at the 
human as if they were a zoo animal and he’d just succeeded in teaching it galactic common. 
He notes that the comparison is fitting in this situation. 


The human looks just as perplexed as Quackity, staring at Slime with their eyes squinted in 
what looks like incredulousness. A short sound bubbles up from their throat, and— ender, are 
they laughing? He wants to say they’re laughing, because that’s what it sounds like, but 
prime. He feels like it’s already been established, but it’s uncanny how many similarities the 
human shares with them. Not all species have similar laughs, but just the fact alone that 
something they’d brushed off as mere animal could feel something akin to amusement was... 
it was something. 


The simple yet intelligent action unconsciously endeared the human to him. 


Slime took another stab at speaking to the human in the same language, a question, Quackity 
thinks, but the human dons a sheepish expression this time, biting their bottom lip with dull 
teeth. They shake their head, shrugging their shoulders up to their notably small and round 
ears. Quackity’s not sure if universal body language spans across the entire universe of 
intelligent species, including humans, but he’s really not sure what else it could mean if not a 
resounding ‘nope’, if a little more apologetic. 


They awkwardly twattle out a few more random words in the language, none of them 
correlate with each other to form a sentence. It sounds like the human is just blurting out 
whatever comes to mind, and it doesn’t even sound like they know what the words mean. 


He’s not sure why the human seems to recognize the language, yet apparently can’t 
understand all of it... 


...Ah. Feeling a little dumb, Quackity comes up with the theory that it had to have been a 
common language on their planet, but not the one they spoke frequently. Did humans not 
have an international common language? Those were questions for later. Fuck, had he learnt 
a human language for Slime all those years ago? 


Slime looks puzzled at the humans’ body language, but Quackity interrupts before he can 
uselessly try again. He has more pressing matters to address, such as, “Slime, you know 
human? You— How do you...?” He feels a little dumb in his stammering. 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas, I’ve been here for a long time!” Slimes’ response is incredibly 
vague, as he often is, but Quackity’s learnt a while ago that questioning him further was an 
endless loop. This doesn’t stop him from trying again; 


“Uh, that explains nothing, buddy. You were on Earth once?” 


“Ha ha, Maybe!” God damn it, Slime. 


“Y’know what— whatever.” Quackity throws his hands up in exasperated defeat. Turning his 
attention back to the human, he finds said human has taken to fidgeting with a pen that they'd 
swiped from his desk. Quackity let his shoulders slump, raising a hand to drag it down his 
face only to remember the mask that covered it. Ender, what was he going to do with this 

kid? There was no denying they were an intelligent species, that they were just like the rest of 
them. He didn't even know where to begin. 


Well, actually...He may not know what the future holds in store for them and the human, but 
he can think in the present. He doesn't know how long the kid’s been here, how long they've 
gone without food and water, and they obviously need to stay somewhere. He's not sure if it'll 
be with him, but where else? And— 


And...he's actually not sure why he's bothering to think ahead for the safety of this human. 
This stranger, who by all means, shouldn't be here. If his speculations prove to be correct, 


and someone else is involved, he's in danger if he decides to harbor a human. Everyone he's 
associated with is in danger. His city, his livelihood. 


Part of him doesn't want this to be his business, part of him wants to selfishly feed the human 
to the wolves, and honestly, it's a significant part. He'd been thinking with his heart— no, 
he'd been following a continuous train of thought and hadn't taken the time to think it through 
properly, not until now. But, realistically, he was already involved, wasn't he? 


His options were weighed, but all of them are so close in value that he can't tell which option 
was the most appealing. 


This human, they hadn't done anything wrong, had they? Besides...y'know, stabbing him, but 
that's a grievance he could forgive. On the other hand, he's never truly operated on general 
morals, good or bad. It'd always been what left him on top, what left him with the upper 
hand. He'd gone out of his way to find Sapnaps’ lost kid, but that wasn't out of the kindness 
of his heart, that was for fiance. 


Ender, his fiance. What was he going to tell him? ‘Sorry, yeah, no, couldn't find your kid. 
They're lost forever. ’. He didn't want to leave Sapnap with bitter news, but he couldn't just te/l/ 
him they turned out to be human. He'd just... he'd cross that bridge when he came to it. 


Briefly snapping out of his thoughts to look at the human, who was currently wobbling the 
pen they were holding between two fingers in front of Slimes’ astonished expression, he felt 
something curl in his chest, and for the life of him, he couldn't identify it. 


Lost in thought, he didn't even clock Slimes’ voice in his ear until he'd definitely repeated 
himself, ““-rom Las Nevadas?” 


Quackity blinked from beneath the mask, “Slime?” He schooled his voice into nonchalance, 
like he hadn't been spaced out for the past minute or two. 


“SBI have arrived in Las Nevadas.” Slime looked as if he were far away for a moment before 
his eyes flitted back down to Quackity, an open mouthed smile plastered on his face despite 
the annoying news. They really couldn’t have arrived at a worse time. Those people were a 


pain in his ass. Phil was nice enough, but unfortunately the man ran with two infuriating 
idiots. 


Letting out an exasperated exhale, he feels the strong urge to collapse onto the ground. 
“When?” He finds himself breathing out. 


“Just off the rails!” 


“Great.” He laments. Adjusting his mask, he fishes his communicator from his pocket and 
clicks on Fundys’ contact after a short search, “Fundy, start a chain. Main district, outside the 
station. Effective now.” 


He only lingers long enough to hear Fundys’ confirmation before stuffing the communicator 
haphazardly back into his pocket. “Slime, keep the human here. Entertain them or something, 
I don't know.” He gestures dismissively. 


He's already adjusting the straps of his suspenders, fidgeting with his outfit to smooth it out. 
“Don't leave this room, unless it's an emergency. Come find me if that's the case, no one 
else.” He orders hastily, throwing back a glance towards Slime, who's nodding. 


“T won't let you down!” The human looks puzzled, face scrunched up as they look between 
Slime and Quackity. He prays to whatever god out there that the two of them don't set his 
entire estate on fire while he's gone. He trusts Slime, but that's surrounding his loyalty. Fire 
safety? That's a whole ‘nother thing. A whole ‘nother thing he doesn't have time for, so he 
swiftly swings open the door and is out before he knows it, the continuous stream of babbling 
coming from the human abruptly cut off with the doors shutting. 


He can already feel the grimace lines forming in his face. 


3s 2 2 2K 


They wade through the crowds of people like a knife through butter, the masses parting for 
their party of three without a complaint, only hushed whispers. Wilbur knows exactly why 
they're whispering, and he'd expected it. The cold lighting blurred with the warmth 
illuminates their imposing figures as they march further down the Lesser District, shadows 
flitting across each crevice of their bodies as they pass each light source. 


Wilbur enjoys the anonymity his goggles grant him, allowing his gaze to wash over each 
individual without them ever knowing. The red tint obscures his eyes, also doubling in giving 
his surroundings a hellish filter through the lenses. Wilbur might've basked more in the 
recognition the public gave them when he was younger, willing to soak up any drop of 
attention he could get, but he could proudly state now that he had more important matters to 
focus on, such as catching the Las Nevadas railway before it departed. 


Phil, upturning a collected gaze towards Wilbur, speaks first, ““Time?” 


Wilbur’s on time watch, since he's the one who volunteered, but goddamnit if Phil didn't stop 
asking every five twors what the time was he was going to resign early. “Phil, for how 
nonchalant you look, you sure are antsy.” He says in lieu of an answer. 


“Wil— a” 


“We're on time. The train doesn't leave for another fifteen twors.” Wilbur assures dully. 


The ever present ambience of the crowds remains as they cut through, though their presence 
brings a hushed facet to it. Sneaking a glance at Techno who's walking on the other side of 
their father, he can see Techno somehow looks both unperturbed and constipated at the 
obvious attention. The only time he really did well under the watchful gaze of crowds was 
during battle. He thrived in it then. 


Distantly, he hoped it would be different in Las Nevadas, for Technos’ sake. 


As the station finally came into sight, Wilbur allowed his shoulders to relax. They had more 
than enough time; twelve twors. Descending into said station, he can just barely see people 
holding up holotabs, most likely trying to nab a picture of the three of them. He internally 
debates staring them down, but he ultimately decides it’s not worth the effort. It’d also just 
give them free content. 


The three of them settle in with the rest of the waiting passengers, Wilburs’ hands poised in 
his pockets as they await the train doors to open. The passengers already inside are shuffling 
around and readying themselves to disembark. The sliding doors eventually opened with a 
sound to accompany it, alerting him to it. 


He doesn’t bother looking back at his two companions, knowing they’re following suit in 
boarding. The trains’ height is thankfully accommodating to them at a reasonable limit of 
nine feet, though he remembers way back when Las Nevadas had first formed, and the limit 
was seven. 


He takes a spot leaning against a wall, crossing his arms as he watches his father take a seat 
beside him. Techno follows in remaining standing, surveying the crowds around them. Unlike 
outside, in the train, they all pointedly keep their gazes off of the trio. Wilbur lets out an 
impatient exhale, not looking forward to the varis long ride. He turns his gaze down to his 
holotab fixed on his wrist, an impassive look washing over his features as the time reads 
‘21:00’. The night is young, though Wilbur can’t help but suspect that this mission will span 
across the entire night. 


The train ride takes a varis and more, annoyingly enough, but eventually they do arrive. 


Wilbur pushes off the wall, adjusting the utility belt hanging just above his hips. He locks 
eyes with Techno, sending him a nod as they center themselves in the middle of the train car, 
Phil coming up to stand behind them. The disembodied voice rings out above them, 
announcing that they’ ve arrived alongside physical proof just outside the windows. 


Wilburs’ legs aren’t sore from the inactivity, fortunately, a perk of being a phantom, but he 
can see Techno and Phil stretching out their aching limbs from beside him, though the 
elytrian is most likely waiting until they’re in open space to stretch out his wings. 


Stepping out of the train, they’re immediately met with the muffled and lively humming of 
Las Nevadas’ atmosphere just outside the train station. The ambience here has a different air 
to it than the Trade Center, despite both habiting large crowds. 


Taking their first steps out of the station and onto Las Nevadas territory in what’s most likely 
been several drags, he allows a simper to bleed onto his face. With his eyes obscured, most 
expressions aided by his mouth are imperceptible to an outsiders’ perspective, something he 
believes to both be a blessing and a curse. 


Las Nevadas is grand, something he can’t help but admit despite his bitterness. He keeps his 
eyes sharp, briefly searching the crowds for a familiar mask, though he’s reminded that it’s 
never been easy to spot the man in a crowd. Under his faux indifference, he can’t help but 
feel something ugly claw at his chest at the fact his son chose this city over him. He doesn’t 
want to admit to himself that part of him acknowledges it makes sense. He’s not even sure 
why he alerted the vulpian to their arrival, maybe he’d foolishly hoped Fundy would come 
and greet him. 


The vulpian hadn’t even graced him with a response. He’s not sure what he’s done wrong. 


He pushes away those thoughts sorely, instead choosing to occupy his mind with the mission, 
his job. It’s possible that the human is close, and the mere thought is exciting. He hoped he 
could convince Eret to put him on a research team when they caught the human, dead or 
alive. He’d always jump at the chance to study a widely unknown species, especially one as 
evasive as humans. 


The crowds here mirror the actions of the crowds in the Trade Center, parting and creating a 
clear path for them automatically. He catches a few denizens unabashedly watching them, 
and so he does what anyone would undoubtedly do if they were in place of him; lift up his 
goggles just slightly to send a wink towards the staring masses. A few of them quickly look 
away when they understand they’ve been caught, but a few turn to their neighbors and grin. 
He fits them back in place shortly after, and Techno sends him an unimpressed eyebrow raise 
to which Wilbur just grins, all teeth. 


Once they’re several paces into the city, Phil signals for them to halt. The elytrian in question 
holds up the suitcase he’s been carrying, folding his wings firmly behind his back, “The both 


of you are caught up on the plan, I assume?” He prompts. 


Wilbur nods, to which Phil makes a gesture that urges him to elaborate. “The plan in which 
we use Tubbos’ mini drones to do an aerial scan in search for the humans’ disguised self.” He 
rolls his eyes as he reiterates what Phil had told them before they’d left. Phil, the bastard, 
looks pleased with himself. When the man doesn’t extend the same treatment to the younger 
of the two, Wilbur frowns. 


“And what about Techno, huh?” Wilbur crosses his arms as Phil sets down the suitcase at 
their feet, fiddling with the latches. 


“If Techno forgot, now he knows, thanks to you.” Phil only smiles, head wings flaring 
slightly in amusement. Wilbur turns to glare a hole into Technos’ head, to which Techno only 
holds up his arms in surrender, sending an impartial glance to the crowds instead of on them. 


Wilbur rolls his eyes again, refocusing his attention on Phil below, who’s busy with the 
drones that Tubbo had so graciously gifted them. With his eyes on Phil, he doesn’t notice 
Technos’ impassive gaze turn into one of discreet concern until he’s noticing what has 
Technos’ attention himself. 


The crowds; they’re thinning out. It’s so gradual that if they’d been amateurs, it might’ve 
gone unnoticed. He peers into said crowds, and he sees something that strikes the nail in the 
coffin of his suspicions. There’s a pattern; each individual is whispering in each others’ ear, 
and subsequently changing course entirely, moving in the opposite direction of the district. 
It’s a widespread game of telephone, played by surprising experts. Impressively, the action is 
so miniscule that if he were thoughtlessly sweeping a gaze over the crowds, he wouldn’t have 
noticed anything out of place. 


He knows what this means; Quackity knows they’re here, and he’s not intending on letting 
them roam free. 


He exchanges a glance with Techno. They both know what’s happening. Wilbur sighs, 

nudging a foot into Phils’ side where he’s crouched down. The elytrian protests die down as 
he appears to come to the same revelation that the rest of them had come to. The crowds are 
sparse at this point, only a few bouts of people remain as the rest of them have evacuated to 


different districts in an orderly fashion. When no one is left, leaving the three of them in a 
ghost town, only silence permeates the air as they await the inevitable. 


A voice cuts through the tension suddenly, though none of them are surprised. Turning 
around, they’re met with the sight of Quackity himself, arms crossed as he approaches with 
ease. “How nice of you three to drop by.” 


Wilbur does his team a favor and is the first to breach the distance between them, taking a 
few steps forward until he's a few arms lengths away from the changeling. “How kind of you 
to greet us by the door, Dealer,” Wilbur mocks. 


“Oh yeah, yeah, it's the hospitable thing to do, isn't it? Treat your guests well n’ all,” There's 
something in Quackity's tone that he's not bothering to hide, and Wilbur knows they're just 
padding the introduction with useless fluff. “/'m just wondering what my guests are doing 
here uninvited, and most of all without a warning?” 


Quackity keeps his tone light, but all of them see behind it. Phil is the one to speak this time, 
“Sorry, Quackity. It's for work. It's classified.” He tacks on at the end. 


“Work, huh?” Quackity chuckles humorlessly, “Work that requires you to come to Las 
Nevadas?” 


“What, can't handle not knowing something, Quackity?” Wilbur mocks, despite it probably 
not being in their best interest. He can feel Phils’ pointed glare burning a hole into the side of 
his head without even having to look. 


Quackity doesn't bristle, disappointingly, no, he remains composed—albeit being oddly still. 
“T don't take kindly to you people upturning rocks in my own domain without my knowledge. 
If it's here, it's my business as much as it's yours, unfortunately.” His voice lilts up into 
something smug at the end, both fueling Wilbur and irritating him. 


“You can't know, unfortunately.” Wilbur bites back. 


“Uh, yes I can, this is my house if you've forgotten.” He gestures incredulously with his arms. 


“We'll be out of your hair soon enough,” Phil attempts to placate, but it doesn’t seem to 
satisfy Quackity. The changeling is silent for a few tense beats, the pixelated smile he dons 
boring into the ground at their feet. Wilbur suddenly remembers why he despises the mask he 
wears so much now, it makes him nearly impossible to read. 


He seems just the slightest bit hesitant as he brings a hand to his front pocket, rifling clawed 
fingers through it before sliding a small flat square out, something upon further inspection 
Wilbur deduces is a photo of some sort. Quackity flips it around between two fingers, putting 
it on full display in front of them, and Wilbur can feel himself stilling at the sight. 


“This kid look familiar to any of you?” The man tries, arm stuck straight out as he lolls his 
head to the side. It’s the human, albeit in their disguise, but all three of them know better. 
What is Quackity doing with that photo? 


They’re silent, and the silence is damning. Shit. Quackity, despite his expression being 
concealed, is most definitely pleased with the reaction—or, lack thereof. Bastard. 


Quackity chuckles, fanning himself with the photo minutely before re-pocketing it. Feeling 
suddenly agitated, agitated enough to speak up, he does so, “Where did you get that?” 


“What’s it to you?” Quackity has the gall to challenge. 


He’s painfully aware of the trap Quackity has them in. If he answers, their objective is out in 
the open, if he doesn’t, same result, different route. Sliding his goggles above his eyes into 
his hair, he sends a nasty glare down at Quackity. The man knows he’s won. 


“What do you want with them?” Phil prompts, voice steely. Quackity has the upperhand right 
now. He either knows everything, or he doesn’t, and none of them can question him properly 
without revealing something he might’ve not already known. Quackity’s smart, infuriatingly 

so, and it’s something Wilbur still finds exhilarating about him. 


Quackity’s silent for another too long moment before responding, “Come with me and find 
out.” At Techno cynical stare he continues, “The middle of the street is not a great place to 
discuss this. And I can’t keep the people out forever, got a business to run.” 


The three of them exchange looks, a silent conversation. Phil spreads his wings out behind 
the two of them, sending them a minute nod. Turning their attention back towards Quackity, 
they agree to the conditions. 


The walk to Quackitys’ office is tense, though somewhere along the way Wilbur realizes that 
they’re not heading in the direction of his office at all. He decides to voice his confusion, 
“Where are we going?” 


Quackity doesn’t look back at them as he answers, “Employee lounge.” 


He doesn’t question him further. 


Eventually, they arrive, and Quackity locks the doors behind him, to Technos’ displeasure. 
Quackity continues to reiterate that it’s a security measure until Techno backs down about it. 
The changeling moves to the front of them, clasping his hands in front of him and whipping 
around to face them. 


“So,” He prompts. 


“So.” Wilbur parrots, stuffing his hands in his pockets. “Why’re you looking for...” He 
hesitates, despite himself, “..them?” 


“T’ll do you one better, why do you care?” Quackity chuckles behind his mask, clearly having 
too much fun toying with them. 


Wilbur groans, holding back the urge to pick up Quackity by his shirt collar and shake him 
around. “We followed you to your lame employee lounge, answer.” His silver tongue has 
never worked with Quackity, so he doesn’t even bother trying. 


Quackity continues despite Wilburs’ clear frustration, “I mean, as far as I know you’re just 
looking for some random kid.” His tone is an infuriating mix of methodical nonchalance. 


His wording strikes Wilbur as odd. Sure, the human is disguised, but surely it can’t be that 
convincing, can it? He’d agreed with Tubbo the day before in regards to the humans being 
just a few millenia away from intelligence on their level, but in the moment he hadn’t 
considered it all the way through. It was more of to ease the magians mind, he supposed. His 
thoughts are interrupted when, this time, it’s Techno who speaks; 


“Tf you have it, just say so.” He grunts, impatience lacing his words. Wilbur turns to his 
brother, squinting his eyes at the man. He hadn’t even entertained the idea of Quackity 
already having the human in his mits. 


“Tt?” Quackity retorts, crossing his arms. 


Techno doesn’t humor him, “It’d be in your best interest to give ‘em up.” The piglin mirrors 
the other, arms crossed. His tone is apathetic yet light, despite the situation they’re in. 


“Ts that a threat, Technoblade?” The tiniest bit of vexation seeps into Quackitys’ voice, the 
first of tonight. 


Techno persists, “Do you have it, Quackity. It’s a yes or no question, man.” He casually flips 
his braid over his shoulder. Quackity doesn’t have a response—or, if he does, it takes way too 
long for him to formulate one. 


If they’d waited a little longer, Quackity might’ve had something to say, but Wilbur 
bulldozed through any possibility that he might’ve, “You have it.” It’s less of a question and 
more of a statement. 


Quackity continues his streak of silence, two fingers fidgeting with the hem of his shirt. Phil 
steps forward, posture straight and presence somehow imposing despite his height, “If you’ve 
seen them, or have them, it’s imperative that you hand them over.” Gone is the disarming 
tone Phil chooses to don most of the time, and in its place is authority. 


Quackity is still silent, though he gets more fidgety by the second. The tapping of his foot 
increases in tempo until Quackity appears to reach some kind of mental crescendo, gaze 
easing upwards just barely, “You know what they are, don’t you?” 


Quackitys’ stab in the dark hits its mark. 


The three of them are suddenly still, and the air is now suffocatingly tense. To Wilburs’ 
horror, his words fail him. 


Wilbur fights to keep his voice level, “You know?” 


“You know?” 


“One of us has to say it.” He can feel a migraine begin to build behind his eyes. Quackity is 
silent again, his shoulders slumping. Wilbur is about to build the courage to awkwardly say 
‘human’ when Techno breaks the tense silence once more; 


“Human?” He’s confoundedly calm about it all, which is slightly irritating, but Wilbur is too 
overrun by gratefulness for the fact that Techno took one for the team. Phil looks like he’s 
about to gray entirely on the spot. 


“Huh, so we’re on the same page.” Quackity seems to untense slightly, oddly enough. 


“You—’” Wilbur takes a moment to compose himself, “You know it’s human?” 


“They got unmasked.” Is his simple explanation, “Doesn’t take a genius after that.” Quackity 
takes a few steps back to half support himself on the back of a couch. 


“You called it a kid.” Wilbur continues eloquently. 


“Yeah— I’m—” Quackity exhales, sounding exhausted, “I’m just gonna cut to the chase. 
Human’s sentient.” He blurts, the claim spoken all too casually for what it is. 


He can’t gauge the rest of his teams’ reaction, as he’s all too focused on scrutinizing 
Quackitys’ figure, madly searching for a fault in his tone, a tell, something to prove Quackity 
is messing with them somehow. 


“Quackity...” Phil begins slowly, and Wilbur can’t decipher his tone. 


“I’m not an idiot. It’s sentient. It’s like us,”” He gestures wildly to himself, voice carrying 
more conviction to it this time, “I’m one hundred percent sure about this, Phil.” 


“The tests from site-46 prove it’s not,’ Phil retorts, his voice firm yet somehow, he doesn’t 
seem all too sure. It breaks down Wilburs’ own faith. 


“Phil!” Quackity suddenly takes a step forward, laughing incredulously, “It high-fived Slime. 
They spoke.” And Wilbur doesn’t want to believe a word coming out of his mouth, because 
this...this is evidence they can’t refute. Wilbur doesn’t know what to feel. He’d had faith in 
Erets’ word, the things they’d seen could be explained, albeit by grasping slightly at straws, 
but at some point, the line between denial and logic had become blurred. 


He doesn’t know when he began to take the words of authority as undeniable truth. He 
doesn’t know when he stopped questioning the facts laid in front of him. But why would he? 
No, why wouldn t he? The more he thinks about it, the shakier the details stand on their own. 
The only thing keeping them together was the strong and powerful glue of Erets’ word, and 
in turn, their trust for Eret. 


Maybe it isn’t Erets’ trustworthiness he should’ve been questioning, but Erets’ own proof. 
Perhaps he had believed it as much as he’d said, and he was simply wrong, but he doesn’t 
know whether that’s his bias whispering in his ear or a genuine possibility. 


“So, what? You’re saying everything we know is wrong?” Phil challenges, voice lacking 
certainty. Techno’s gone back to his usual state of being unwilling to contribute to 
conversation, though deep contemplation is etched in his face despite this. 


“That is exactly what I’m s—” His words are interrupted when the doors to the lounge burst 
open—despite being locked beforehand?— startling the four of them all equally. 


“Quackity from Las Nevad—!...as...” It was Slime on the other side who’d cut their 
conversation short, though his boisterous voice trails off as he sees who’s accompanying 
Quackity in the room. And, to his and everyone elses horror, the human is right behind him, 
hand in hand with the slime. It’s holding its free hand to its nose, uselessly holding back the 
blood that seeps out between its hands and drips down its face. 


It looks rightfully disgruntled by the amount of blood gushing from its face, though Wilbur 
briefly had the terrifying thought that it hadn’t been the humans own blood. 


Techno is immediately unsheathing his sword, pushing both Phil and Wilbur behind him in a 
defensive stance, Quackity is holding both his hands to his head in what looks like alarm, and 
Wilbur, Wilbur can only stare. 


Slime has the gall to look a bit apprehensive before he pipes up again in that same cheery 
voice he always has, “Quackity from Las Nevadas, and, SBI from SBI...” He tacks on at the 
end unsurely, “The human fell into a wall! Does this count as an emergency?” His question 
seems entirely genuine, and it probably is. 


Before he even knows it, his own shaky voice is filling the air, “You have the human.” 
Quackity is already approaching the two, looking slightly panicked in his movements. He’s 
muttering under his breath, too quiet to be intelligible. 


“Oh, his name is Ommy!” Slime doesn’t seem to sense the thick tension in the room in the 
slightest. The man gets an elbow in the side for this claim, courtesy of the human beside him. 
The human, to his own shock, loudly warbles something, conviction in its tone despite it 
being filtered through both a hand and vast amounts of blood. 


“Oh— Tommy!” The slime corrects himself just as cheerily as before. The human seems 
satisfied, despite the blood continuously dripping onto its shoes. 


Wilbur feels like he’s about to faint. 


Eret had either been wrong, or he'd lied. 
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A giant boar alien just whipped out a sword in front of him, and his nose fucking hurt. 


If he was being completely real, he was struggling to figure out what to focus on; his 
currently bleeding out nose? Or the three completely new aliens Slime had dragged him to 
for whatever reason?—And, oh yeah, apparently the slime alien's name was Slime. Real 
fuckin’ original. He'd figured that out through a series of haphazard exchanges of broken 
Spanish and charades. He was really just assuming it was Slime from the extremely insistent 
way the alien had pointed at his own goop when asked for a name. Frankly, Tommy was 
overwhelmed. 


The aliens in the room were all frantically yapping at each other in a language Tommy once 
again couldn't understand, but all Tommy could think about was the fact that the blood was 
going to stain his shirt forever. Fuck, this was his favorite shirt. His only shirt, in space. He 
hoped it'd just blend into the red part of the shirt and it wouldn't be too noticeable, because he 
doesn't think he's gonna get this bad boy to a washing machine fast enough to properly get 
the stains out. 


Slimes’ friend—who Tommy had deemed ‘Smiles’ in his head—had been quick to close the 
door behind them, fiddling with it while intermittently whipping his head back to look 
Tommys’ way, for whatever reason. The pig alien had lowered their sword at this point, but 
they still had it in a tight grip. Tommy grimaced. If he weren't so busy literally keeping all his 


blood from draining out of his body, he'd probably be more alarmed by the immediate threat, 
but he could only focus on so many things at once. God, he was tired. And thirsty. At this 
point, blood loss and pigs with swords would be competing with dehydration, because fuck, 
he was parched. 


There are way too many things he needs to take in right now. Giant pig, bird alien that looks 
startlingly human, and whatever the fuck the third one is. He wasn't a huge fan of the fact that 
two out of three seemed to be taller than him. Not the greatest for him. 


Slime seemed to be the only one in the room who wasn't losing his damn mind at the 
moment, looking to be perfectly content watching the general chaos go down. Unbothered 
bastard. 


Shuffling himself discreetly towards the wall so he wasn't just standing directly in the open, 
he used his free hand to snag the edge of Slimes’ shirt to drag him along. The Spanish 
speaking alien was his only lifeline at the moment, and you better believe he was taking him 
everywhere if he could help it. Smiles had finished with the door at this point and had turned 
back to exchange heated words with the other aliens in the room, and Tommy couldn't help 
but feel a bit awkward. He felt like they'd interrupted...something. 


The pig alien turned their blood red eyes to him, subsequently causing him to stiffen in place 
as they regarded him silently. They sheathed their sword back in its holder after a moment of 
staring, and Tommy wasn't sure whether to feel relieved or offended. Why was he seen as 
such a big threat in the first place to garner a literal sword drawn on him? He wasn't going to 
complain about being seen as inherently intimidating, but he'd be the first to admit he did not 
get the hype. 


Smiles had turned their attention back to him, and he found himself involuntarily stiffening 
further. There was way too much attention on him for his liking. They approached, though 
they were holding up their hands cautiously as if approaching a wild animal. Again, he 
doesn't know whether to be offended or not. 


They gestured to his bleeding nose, and he was suddenly hyper aware of it once more. There 
was blood crusting around his hand and face, and it was getting just slightly unbearable. He 
thought the consequence for the injury was a serious overreaction, but whatever. They 
reached out a hand to him, and his mind ran at a mile a minute. 


Huh, this was really his life right now. He had to get out of the ‘flight’ mindset, because he 
was already caught at this point. He'd stabbed the guy, and they'd yet to show any aggression 
towards him for it, and he wanted to take that as a green flag. A part of him wanted to remain 
overly cautious, but it was tiring, and he was already really tired. 


The hand breached the distance and fell on his shoulder, and he'd just allowed it. He stared 
down at the masked alien, and the alien stared right back at him. It felt like they were both 
waiting for an adverse reaction from the other, but it never came. He stood with a baited 
breath, though it was getting awkward to breathe through the blood and his hand. The alien 
finally moved, shaking his shoulder softly and turning their head to the opposite side of the 
room. After a minute of processing, Tommy deduced the alien was attempting to lead him 
somewhere. 


His feet moved without his permission, allowing himself to be slowly led along by the 
shoulder, passing the other three aliens that watched them intently. He gave a glance back 
over his shoulder at Slime, who only sent him a small wave. He wasn't sure of their 
destination until they'd actually arrived, and he took in their surroundings. Smiles had led him 
into a room at the back of the main room, and he wanted to assume it was a bathroom, but it 
didn't look like the bathrooms he was used to. There was tile lining the floor, and there was a 
mirror on one wall that covered the entire area. It allowed him to properly see himself for the 
first time since he'd gotten here. The horns were still on his head, and he distantly noted their 
appearance with childish satisfaction before taking in the rest of himself. 


God, he was a mess. Blood coated his face, and it looked much worse than it probably was. 
His nose didn't feel broken, it didn't even hurt that much, but his tumble into the wall wasn't a 
soft one. 


The alien branched off from him and drifted over towards the counter, pressing a button that 
opened up the counter to reveal a concave sink, a faucet appearing out of the counter along 
with it. There were a few buttons along the underside of the mirror, though they were flat and 
futuristic looking, something he'd expect to see on a rich person's self automated car. 


He could feel his heart slowing, calming. While he could still hear the muffled speaking of 
the aliens outside the room start up again, it wasn't so overwhelming anymore. Just him, 
Smiles, and his bleeding nose. Cool. 


Smiles turned away from the newly fabricated sink to open a tall but slim cabinet behind him, 
fishing what looked like a towel from out of it. The material didn't look like the towels he 
was used to, but looked soft nonetheless. They turned around to face him, expressionless 
mask boring into his face. 


“Muy bien...”’ The alien spoke breathlessly, startlingly Tommy, “ Voy a limpiarte y estaras 
como nuevo.” Their voice was an oddly comforting mix of sharp tones and soft ones, but the 
most alarming thing currently was the fact that this alien spoke Spanish too. What the fuck? 
Did every alien just know Spanish? Fuck, he should've taken his Spanish classes more 
seriously. He could only recognize a few words from the sentence, and he had to actively 
translate them in his head. 


He was beginning to grow more and more convinced that this was all just some fucked up 
dream, because he could not for the life of him find an explanation for the fact that some 
random aliens he’d been kidnapped by spoke Spanish. 


The familiarity of the language was comforting, but he couldn't help but feel embarrassed 
these aliens knew a human language better than him. He couldn't even communicate 
properly, what the fuck. The only thing he'd gotten semi good in Spanish class was reading 
Spanish, which he figured wasn't going to be much help here. 


He couldn't bring himself to speak, watching in silence as the alien brought the cloth under 
the faucet and turned a handle, clear liquid spilling onto the cloth and soaking into the 
material. The soft trickling of liquid was the loudest thing in the room, other than Tommys’ 
own mouth breathing. The alien paused mid movement, flipping their head to him and 
gesturing to the liquid with what he could only guess was a questioning stare. 


Tommy nodded hesitantly, unsure to what he was agreeing to. Their shoulders slumped and 
they continued to run the cloth under the water for a few seconds before shutting the faucet 
and letting the towel drip down the basen. Afterwards, they turned back towards Tommy, 
damp cloth in hand. 


Tommy had put together the pieces by now, and he could feel himself minutely relaxing. He 
experimentally released the pressure he was putting on his nose, and he could feel the 
uncomfortable feeling of undried blood dribble out of his nose. Involuntarily cringing, he 
slowly brought his hand down from his face. It wasn't actively bleeding much anymore, but it 
was messy. 


The alien didn't seem to be bothered by the admittedly gross sight, but it was hard to tell with 
the mask and all. Tommy wasn't too bothered by blood himself, but he had to admit this was 
a lot of blood. Like, a ridiculous amount. It stuck uncomfortably to his skin, and the smell 
permeated the air. Or, maybe that was just because the source was literally clogging up his 
senses at the moment. 


Tommy flexed his bloodied hand, grimacing as dried blood cracked at the movement. Jesus. 


Smiles raised the towel to Tommys’ face, and after a visible bout of hesitation, they dabbed 
the damp cloth to his grimey skin. The cold water soaked into his pores immediately, and it 
sent a shiver down his spine. After the first touch, the alien seemed to be less apprehensive 
about it. The metaphorical bandaid had been ripped off, and now they were just going 
through the motions, gently cleaning the blood from Tommys’ face. After a few moments of 
gentle dabs, it turned into more purposeful rubbing. Tommy scrunched up his nose 
intermittently. 


The gray towel grew more and more discolored as the red slowly disappeared from Tommys’ 
own face, and Tommy finally felt like he could breathe in through his nose again, cold air 
rushing through his still slightly damp nostrils. 


He could feel the barely there heat of embarrassment crawl up his neck at the fact he was 
being cleaned up like he was a toddler. He definitely could've taken care of himself, he was 
competent like that, but he'd been so caught up in the moment that he hadn't exactly thought 
about it. So much for independence. 


His breath caught in his throat as he went to speak, but poise returned to him quickly, 
“Gracias...” he coughed out awkwardly, really one of the only words he knew off the top of 
his head, from a pathetically small roster of words. 


The alien seemed to be broken out of their trance at this, startling up to look him in the eyes. 
The too long bit of silence worried Tommy just slightly, but his worries were left behind as 
suddenly, a hiccuping sound filtered through the mask, something that sounded suspiciously 
like chuckling. Oh. Oh this fucker was laughing at his poor Spanish. 


Safe to say, he was not impressed. But, he had to admit that it took some of the tension out of 
his own shoulders. 


They held the dirtied towel between two clawed fingers, discarding it to the counter as they 
wiped down their own hands. Tommy decided to quit standing around like an awkward 
teenager in a strangers house and take action for once in the form of moving towards the sink, 
getting the aliens attention with a small hum and pointing at the faucet. He didn't get an 
immediate response, the masked alien only looking between him and the faucet silently. 


He didn't exactly give Smiles a moment to process, as he was already attempting to figure out 
the alien sink for himself, turning a handle without hesitation and watching clear liquid pour 
out of the faucet. Okay, massive win; things worked generally how he expected them to. 
Smiles looked like they had briefly wanted to intervene, but faltered as nothing bad seemed 
to happen. Tommy ran his bloodied hand under the liquid, relishing in the way the half dried 
blood began to fade and get carried away under the stream. 


He turned his head back to face the alien, grinning triumphantly. Yeah, that'll show him he's 
self automated. He distantly hoped smiling wasn't like, a war sign among aliens. It'd be 
inconvenient, considering he was a smiley guy. 


Smiles untensed, more hiccuping chuckles escaping them as they went back to wringing out 
the dirtied towel. Tommy focused on the liquid coursing through the lines and cracks in his 
skin, letting out a deep exhale. 


There were so many other questions he had running amok in his mind, but he hadn't a clue on 
how to get them answered. It was stressing him out slightly, not knowing, but not being in 
immediate danger was a comfort he wasn't going to take for granted. Did the aliens know he 
was different? Did they know he was human? Did they know what humans even were? Fuck, 
whatever. It was fine. Everything was chill, things are chill. 


He just had to survive. He didn't have to know everything. 


3 2K 2 2k 


Phil is reeling. Eret was wrong. The council was wrong. They had to have gotten something 
wrong all those years ago, some massive oversight, because there'd just been a human right in 
front of his eyes, and they'd shown every sign of sentience. That was no animal in front of 
him. Ender, they had a name. They'd seen the human before, on the security footage, but 
seeing them in person was just so different somehow. They were gangly, holding themselves 
awkwardly, but anything else about them had been massively overshadowed, as their first 
meeting had consisted of bloodied face and general panic. 


The blood had been alarming, and he felt ashamed at the fact he'd been slightly relieved when 
realizing the blood had only been the humans own. Quackity had dragged the human off 
towards the restroom after hastily ordering Slime to watch them, and for them not to leave 
the room. The human had seemed rather lax about it all, but Phil had the fleeting suspicion 
that they were a bit caught up in plugging up their bleeding orifice. 


Ender, they'd been chasing a person this entire time. Guilt plagued him, everything coming 
down too fast. His gaze lingered on where Quackity and the human had gone. 


Wilbur was pacing, muttering under his breath. The goggles he wore were discarded off to 
the side at this point, probably to make way for the clawed hand that carded obsessively 
through the phantom fibers. An incredulous laugh startled him out of his thoughts, and he 
turned his attention back towards his eldest. 


“Huh, I...” Wilbur puffed out a breath, “Just— wow.” A smile was evident in the phantoms’ 
eyes. He couldn't know for sure what was going through his sons’ mind, but he could guess. 
“That explains the clothing.” He muttered offhandedly. 


Phil let out his own laugh, bringing his face down to cup it in his claws, groaning. “Oh 
prime.” His lamenting was muffled. He could tell that no one in their family had shared 
priorities on the current issue at the moment, and he predicted it would cause problems. 


“You all know what this means, right? We can't trust anything that's been learned about 
humans. We're the first ones that'll actually be able to document and study a human.” Wilbur 
held his hands out, excitement clear in his body language. Phil frowned. 


“Mate, I think that's the last thing we should be thinking about.” Phil chuckled humorlessly, 
“I—” He exhaled, feeling the strong urge to collapse onto the ground and lay there for a 
while. “We have to talk to Eret. We—Gods, they didn't Anow.” He was on a verge of a 
panicked tangent when Wilbur interrupted him, voice worryingly impassive; 


“Phil, do you really think we can trust Eret? After this?” The mere suggestion made Phil ill. 


He squinted at Wilbur, “What're you...?” 


“Maybe he was just wrong. Maybe they just...looked over things too quickly, but,” He 
paused, a cloudy disposition falling over his gaze, “Phil, have you considered they just lied?” 
Phil could feel his heart rate quicken, stress making itself known deep in his chest. 


The possibility that Eret had lied to all of them, to the galaxy, it made him sick. It made him 
sick, because he knew that it was a possibility. It was equally as much a possibility as him 
simply being wrong, and as much as he didn't want to believe it, it was true. 


“We have a fifty-fifty chance here, Phil.” Wilbur's gaze clouded over, expression becoming 
analytical. “We go to Eret, we trust the Council, and it ends up turning out to have been an 
honest mistake.” His voice lilts up, as if he didn't believe it himself, “Or we go to Eret, and he 
ends up breaking our trust. If that's the case, this is bigger than us Phil. If not for the humans’ 
safety, then for ours. If we can't trust the Council, that leads to bigger problems than just the 
morality of the Government.” 


Phil wanted to argue, wanted to think of any sort of rebuttal, but before he could his second 
son was speaking up; 


“He's right, Phil. We don't know if we can trust Eret.” Technos’ monotone inflection 
remained, but he could tell he was still worried. Two against one, and even Phil had the 
intellect to realize they had a point. 


Something is wrong. They just don't know exactly what yet. 


“Do you think that means...” Phil took a moment to properly form his sentence, “The, the uh, 
translator might actually work on the human?” He snapped his fingers a few times, a nervous 
tick. Wilburs’ gaze lit up at this, a considering twinkle in his eye. 


“Tt might. We're in unknown territory here all over again,” He chuckled, light and airy. 


“You seem way too happy about this.” Techno huffed, though his eyes crinkled in 
amusement. 


Wilbur giggled, a warped sound, “I mean, isn't it exciting? I— well, okay maybe not for you. 
You're boring.” He hummed, crossing his arms as he regarded Techno with a pointed gaze. 
Technos’ face scrunched up, ear flicking. 


“You're insufferable.” 


“T'm cool.” Wilbur spoke with conviction. Techno only rolled his eyes. 


“Have you considered the human might not want to be studied, Wil?” Phil butted in, crossing 
the room to lean on the couch that resided in the center of the lounge. Wilbur took on an 
expression of consideration, but Phil spoke again, “We can't just go in helping the human for 
our own gain.” 


Both Techno and Wilbur seemed to disagree, evident by the expressions they wore on their 
face at his words. Phil sighed, crossing his arms, “I mean, have some sympathy.” 


“T have sympathy, I guess, but like,” Wilbur shrugged, haphazardly gesturing with his arms. 
Phil raised a brow. Wilbur groaned, “You and your...high moral ground...” He grumbled, 
just barely intelligible. 


“Hold on, who said anything about he/pin’ the human?” Technos’ mouth curved into a frown. 
“How're we gonna help with anything?” 


Phils’ head feathers bristled slightly, “How can we not? Techno, they're alone out here. We 
were specifically ordered to take them in, but—” He took in a breath, “But we can't trust our 
authority anymore.” Technos’ frown only deepened. 


“Phil, if this is some of your moral obligation nonsense...” 


The elytrian stood to full height, wings fluffing up, “Tech, what're we supposed to do? Look 
the other way?” 


“Uh, yes?” Techno spoke as if it were the most obvious thing ever. 


He frowned, whipping his head in Wilburs’ direction. The man only raised his arms, taking a 
step back. Phil groaned, not knowing how to explain his view of the situation properly. Even 
if he could, he wasn't sure if he could even get Techno to understand. 


“Quackity seems to be just fine with babysittin’ the human, it's not our responsibility.” 
Techno gestured with an arm to the restroom where the human and Quackity were still holed 


up. 


“We should work with Quackity to help.” Techno looked at Phil like he was insane as he 
spoke, “If we really can't trust the Council,” He consciously kept Erets’ name off his tongue, 
“Then handing the human over to them won't solve anything. Looking the other way won't 
solve anything either. The human is entangled in this mess either way, and the least we can do 
is keep them safe.” 


Techno looked incredulous, “Are you— Are you bored? Is that what this is? I just—” He 
exhaled, pacing a few steps away. “I'm sorry. Helpin’ the human puts us in hot water, you 
have to realize that.” 


Of course he knew, but they'd be involved anyway somehow. They were tied so close to the 
Council, if the government they were working under was somehow corrupt, it was going to 
be their business anyway. Why not kill two birds with one stone? Offer the human asylum— 
rightfully earned, considering it was never their fault they'd ended up here in the first place— 
and figure out what the hell was going on with the Galactic Council. Eret would understand if 
he truly had good intentions, and if he didn't...if he didn't, well, they'd cross that bridge once 
they came to it. 


There were so many loose ends and points he had to address, but that was just it. There were 
too many to go over in a single train of thought. This wasn't something to be solved in a 
single night. Why would Eret Jie? 


What reason would they have to lie to everyone? Lie about the sentience of humans? It didn't 
make sense. He couldn't think of any rational reason for it, and it was eating at him. 


“IT know, Techno.” He voiced his thoughts, ““We’re going to be involved anyway, and it's 
going to be trouble, no matter which side we stand on.” Techno was silent at this, closing in 
on himself. The silence was loud, and the air had grown tenser than he thought it could get. 
The thick rigidity plaguing the air was soothed when Techno exhaled softly, crimson eyes 
finding Phils’ once again. 


“T'll follow you in this, but I'm not gonna be happy about it.” He flipped his braid over his 
shoulder, still looking apprehensive. “My only goal is to keep us safe, not the human. 
Remember that.” Techno jabbed two hooved fingers his way, and Phil couldn't help the smile 
that fought its way to his face. Techno schooled his expression into one of cool indifference. 


“Don't get sappy on me, I'm just here to expose the government and keep us alive.” Humor 
returned to his voice, and the rooms’ tension was suddenly draining, and when Wilbur 
suddenly spoke it was solidified. 


“I’m down either way, for science, and all that.” Phil sent Wilbur a look, to which he 
conceded after a long beat, “Yeah, yeah I get it, integrity,” He deadpanned, “I’m just being 
honest. I want to learn about the human, and this is a great opportunity. I'm opportunistic.” 
He continued to emphasize. 


Phil sighed, “Have some empathy, you two. Some. Just a little.” Phil pitched his voice 
higher, but the stress in his voice from just moments before had gone. He knew he couldn't 
force his son's to care to the extent he did, but he just needed them to be on the same page as 
him. Or, atleast page adjacent. 


“T'm incapable.” Was Technos’ response, the piglin fiddling with a piece of jewelry he was 
intently staring at. 


“Me as well.” Wilbur chirped after Techno consecutively, slowly drifting towards Slime, 
who'd been smiling dumbly the entire time. 


3 2k 2 2k 


Wilbur understood the ethicality of it all. He understood that on a general principle that, if his 
suspicions were right and Eret had lied, helping the human out of the kindness of his heart 
was only the right thing to do, but— he wouldn't shame himself for feeling nothing for the 
human. He didn't. He felt a little bad, he supposed, but there was no tug on his heart that 
compelled him to help the human that he was sure his father had. He understood it, but he 
was working logically, not emotionally. Ender, he sounded like Techno. 


He'd quit thinking with his heart ages ago, and apparently if you put it into practice long 
enough, it became real. He was genuinely excited to learn about the human—because prime, 
the human is intelligent. Humans are intelligent! He'd been so blinded by trust that the 
possibility of its complex sentience hadn't even occurred to him. It had a name, for primes’ 
sake. He wanted to know everything. 


Of course, he needed to have a little bit more tact with it, considering now he'd be working 
with a person. Someone like them, not just an animal. He had so many questions. Humans 
were so different to them that they'd believed that they were merely animals, but they're not. 
So different, yet so alike. 


He'd approached Slime with the intent of picking his brain on the human, since he assumed 
he'd been the one who'd spent the most time with them. He sent the slime a smile with his 
eyes, stuffing his hands in his pockets as he looked over him. Slimes’ lopsided grin grew 
wider, and he waved his arm back and forth, a gesture he'd seen earlier from the slime. 
Wilbur raised an eyebrow, head tilting to the side. 


“What's that?” He inquired nonchalantly, letting his curiosity show in his voice. 


“What's what?” Slime continued to hold his arms up, hands lolling downwards and dripping 
slime onto the ground. 


“The, uh, thing.” He mimics the waving gesture. “That.” 


“Oh! I'm waving.” His answer was simple, and Wilbur didn't really know what he expected. 


“Waving?” He parrots, trying to coax an elaboration out of him. 


“T think...” Slime squinted his beady little eyes, “I think I learned it from humans.” He spoke 
easily, voice cheery as if he hadn't just casually admitted to meeting humans before. Wilbur 
honestly hadn't expected his attempt at information fishing to work, but it had. 


“You...learnt?” He's not even sure how to properly comprehend that humans have a whole 
culture they know nothing about, a whole way of living, different customs, different 
instincts. 


“Yeah!” Slime shrugs, and Wilbur distantly takes note of the damp clothing he's wearing. 
He's not sure why the slime even bothers. 


“How did you learn?” 


“They do it, I do it!” His simple explanation was just the slightest bit annoying, but he hadn't 
really expected anything further from the slime. 


“What's it for?” His line of questioning was really only serving the purpose of small talk to 
pass the time at this point, but he was genuinely curious. Slime though, he only shrugged, a 
clueless noise accompanying it. 


“Right.” He exhaled, turning back towards his team. Though not a second later, the door to 
the restroom was swooshing open, and Quackity and the human reemerged. Wilbur 
immediately whipped his head towards them, though he schooled himself to try and not look 
so visibly excited. 


The human was no longer covered in blood, face clean of any grime, and so were their hands. 
They didn't have any visible external injuries, so Wilbur wanted to assume they'd been 
bleeding from their nostrils, a struggle he personally had never had to face. 


Getting his first proper look at the human, he noted that they sort of resembled his dad. With 
their golden curly hair sitting atop of their pale skin, and, looking closer, he was surprised to 
find the human with rich blue eyes. He hadn't noticed it before. The blue didn't span across 
their sclera like Phils’ did, no, only their pupils were colored, similar to Technos’. 


The next thing he noticed was that the human was still wearing those faux horns, part of its 
disguise. He wondered if the human knew the true purpose of those horns. At least they'd 
stolen them and hadn't contributed to the production of the speciest merchandise. 


He briefly entertained the grimace-inducing thought that the human could be racist. He 
sincerely hopes not. That'd be awkward, considering they were planning on helping the 
human. He'd forbid his father from picking up this certain stray if they turned out to be the 
literal worst, probably insist they feed them to the polar dogs, no matter how tragic their 
backstory. 


Gaze trailing to the humans’ smooth fingers, he noted how the humans’ appearance was 
eerily similar looking to a Develish, though Develish scarcely came in blonde. 


“Right, you're all still here.” Quackity grumbled, snapping Wilbur out of his thoughts. 


“You literally told us to stay.” Techno deadpanned. Quackity ignored the piglin completely, 
crossing his arms and beckoning the human forward from where they were lingering behind 
him, fiddling with their hands. Quackity turned his attention to Slime, tapping a clawed 
finger on his bicep; 


“You said his name was Tommy?” The human visibly perked up at the mention of his own 
name, though they didn't seem to understand the rest of what was happening. 


“Yep, Tommy from nowhere! No longer baby from Las Nevadas.” The slime tacked on at the 
end cheerily, and Wilbur felt like he was missing some context there. 


“Tommy, huh?” He found himself speaking, and the human— Tommy, turned his attention to 
him as he said it. The human scrutinized him, squinting their eyes. He squinted right back, 
before grinning widely at them, making sure it was visible from beneath his exoskeleton. 
They scrunched up their face at this, and Wilbur could see Phil sending him a pointed look in 
his peripheral. Though, to his mild surprise, the human grinned right back at him after a 
moment, all teeth. Though it was more of...baring their teeth, less of a smile, really. Was this 
some sort of retaliation? Did humans not smile in a positive light? Interesting. It's not like he 
had the best intentions either, but y'know. 


“Wil,” Phil sidled up next to him, smacking him on the bicep scoldingly “Don't agitate the 
human.” 


“T smiled, that's not agitation.” He rebutted, chuckling. 


Phil frowned, “Not all species smile in greeting.” He sighed. Wilbur only giggled, high and 
airy. 


A question suddenly came to mind, and Wilbur was turning to Slime. This was such a clear 
cut question, he had to have an answer, “Hey, Slime, how did you figure out the humans’ 
name?” Because obviously, it was the humans’ name, considering they’d always perk up at 
the mention of it. 


“T asked!” Honestly, Wilbur had gotten his hopes up. That was on him. 


“No, I mean...” He could feel his own expression turning into a sulk. Quackity however, 
saved him. 


“Both me and Slime speak a human language.” The changeling blurted, “Don’t know what 
it’s called.” He raised a hand to silence all of them when they all opened their mouths to 
question him, shock evident in all their faces, “Before you ask, no, I didn’t know it was a 
human language before today. Slime apparently didn’t think it was important enough to tell 
me.” Quackity sighed, shoulders slumping slightly, “He taught me when we first met.” He 
finished his explanation, dipping his head. 


““Wh— and the human just knows the language?” Wilbur spoke incredulously, fins frilling. 


“Well, not fluently, I don’t think. He recognizes it though, don’t you Tommy?” Quackitys’ 
serious tone fluidly transitions into a more amused one, just barely noticeable as he turns to 
the human. The human is alerted to attention once more when his name is said, blinking at 
Quackity, “E/los son personas insoportables, no?” Quackity chuckled lowly, under his 
breath. 


Wilbur squinted at him, the unfamiliar language filtering through one ear and out the other. 
He’d heard the changeling speak the language before, if he’s remembering right, but he’d 
always just assumed it was a dialect he didn’t know of a language he wasn’t familiar with. 


The human—Tommy, he has to keep reminding himself—looks slightly perplexed, lost even. 
The gears are visibly turning in their head, and after a moment's hesitation they respond, 
“Si...” Their mouth is curved upwards, pupils sliding over to settle on the rest of them. 


Wilbur can’t stop the smile born from fascination that blooms on his face, tilting his head as 
he studies the human silently. 


“What'd you say to it?” Wilbur inquires, resting his palms on his knees as he stares the 
human down. Wilbur can feel Quackitys’ leer, even from under the mask, any amusement he 
had fading away in the blink of an eye. 


“Said you lot were annoying.” He hums. 


“Aw, c’mon now, play nice.” Wilbur chides, ““We’re on the same side here.” He stands back 
up to full mast, resting his hands on his hips. 


“Are we?” Quackity crosses his arms, taking a single stride forward. 


Phil speaks up this time, his self-righteous intent practically leaking off him in waves. Ugh, 
that’s a little mean. He knows his father means well, has the best intentions and all that. 


“What do you want with the human? We want to help them. Do you?” Techno chimes in with 
his own little ‘not we, just you.’ as their father speaks. Wilbur holds back a snort. 


Quackity is quiet, considering. His masked face leaves a lot to the imagination. He doesn’t 
seem to know what to say, and it draws a soft sigh of amusement from Wilbur. He wants to 
say he knows what’s going through Quackitys’ head, but he truly doesn’t. He can only 
imagine. 


After a bout of too long silence, Quackity breaks it. “I want to know what the Council is up 
to,” Is what he settles for, “And I want to know if you three still trust them.” He directs the 
attention back to them, and it’s almost subtle. 


The corner Quackity backs them into leaves them silent, but Wilbur already knows his 
answer. He was quick to trust the Council, but he was also quick to retract that trust. Perhaps 
he’d been too quick in putting his trust in the Council in the first place. Phil is really the only 
one who looks conflicted by the question. Techno’s never had the most faith in the council, 
despite being acquaintances with Eret. 


“We don’t. Not right now, atleast.” His answer surprises Wilbur, just slightly. He was 
expecting him to tiptoe around the topic, swerve the attention back, anything else, but no. 
That was a solid answer. 


Quackity doesn’t seem pleased or displeased with the answer, only humming noncommittally. 
Subtly, his masked face turns to the human—who’s been fiddling with the hem of their shirt 
and half leaning half sitting on a stool. After another moment, he speaks, “Well, then I think 
we can agree on a common goal. Us against your boss, huh?” Quackity chuckles. 


Quackity remains stiff, Wilbur can see it despite the changelings skill at keeping it hidden. 
“But there’s still the issue of what happens next.” Phil hums in acknowledgment, eyes 
furrowing, “You’re still on that mission for big government.” Quackity twirls a clawed finger 
in their direction, stuffing his other hand in his pocket. “Council work’s gonna call, I don’t 
think Eret’s gonna take an ‘I give up’ for an answer.” 


Quackity continues to speak, beginning to pace, “You’re gonna have to lie to them. We’ II be 
harboring a human, and that’Il probably be a violation of something,” He gestures vaguely 
with a hand, “The human also can’t just disappear into thin air. We all know you guys are 
competent at your job, and Eret isn’t an idiot, unfortunately.” 


Quackity’s right. They’re going to need a plan for what happens next, and they’re going to 
have to fabricate several lies in the process. Prime, he hasn’t even thought about how they’re 
going to have to tell Tubbo and Ranboo all this. Do they tell them? Of course they do, right? 
The variables just keep piling up, and Wilbur already is beginning to feel overwhelmed. 
Wilbur takes in a deep breath, tucking his hands into his arms. 


“You're right. It won’t be an easy task, and there’s a lot we have to go over, but just so we’re 
clear,” Wilbur tilts his head, zeroing in on Quackitys’ pixelated mask, “We’re working 
together, now, yes?” 


Quackity is just barely hesitant in his response, “We are. And just so we don’t go fucking it 
up early in the game, we tell no one outside this circle.” Phil opens his mouth, presumably to 
protest, but Quackity is quicker, “Even the rest of your crew, Tubbo and Ranboo. At least, not 
until we discuss it further. This mission has got to be sealed tight, or we’re all screwed.” 


Wilbur has to admit, Quackity is right yet again. He exhales, nodding. Techno seems on 
board as well, considering he hasn’t butted in with a complaint yet. He turns back to his 
father, a question bubbling up his throat, but it immediately dies on his tongue when he sees 
Phils’ face. It’s gone stark white, and his mouth is pressed into a thin line, eyes blown wide. 
He’s staring down at his communicator, and Wilbur feels dread form in his stomach. 


“Phil?” He tries hesitantly, voice losing its confidence as he takes a step closer to the elytrian. 
He consequently alerts the rest of them to Phils’ state as he says his name, Techno raising an 
eyebrow as he turns to their father. 


Phil opens his mouth, closing it once again before seemingly reigning in his bearings, ““Tubbo 
messaged me. A varis ago.” He starts with, and his voice is bleak. It doesn’t help to soothe 
Wilburs’ worries in the slightest. “A leak was released from the council.” Wilbur can see 
Quackity visibly stiffen in his peripheral, but he’s too caught up in his own racing mind to 
acknowledge it. 


Phils’ next words seal their fate, and the moment before everything goes to shit, Wilbur 
spends frantically thinking of anything that could’ve rendered Phil this speechless. 


“The news of the human has gone public.” Phils’ voice lacks inflection, shock having washed 
it away, “The galaxy is on fucking fire.” 


Wilbur thinks he speaks for everyone when he voices his thoughts; 


“Fuck.” 
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“The galaxy is on fucking fire.’ 


And it’s an understatement, to his horror. 


The galaxy is on fire, but in the same breath, it is so, so much worse. 


Phil hadn’t fully processed the damage when Tubbo had messaged him, links to his sources 
accompanying frantic texts, and for a brief moment he’d hoped he’d severely overestimated 
how bad things had gotten, but unfortunately, he had not. Not in the slightest. 


Prime, he hated being right. 


As soon as the words had left his mouth, the air in the lounge had grown ice cold, tension 
thickening tenfold. He could see it in how everyone save for the human had grown rigid, 
stilling in a moment of shocked silence before general dismay became the dominant emotion 
among the party. Wilbur had really said it best; fuck. 


He felt sick, queasy with nerves as he scrolled through the media, though his eyes were 
bordering on unseeing. New articles and posts popped up with every second that passed, and 
the universe was more awake in the past varis than it had been in a century. An entire varis 
and more had passed since the leak was first released, and each media outlet was still burning 
just as hot as they’d been since the forbidden information had been made publicized, maybe 
even more so now. He hadn’t expected anything less, really. 


The headlines were boring into his retinas, and he couldn't bring himself to look away. His 
panic was quiet, subdued, but it was strong. His head felt hot as his gaze flitted over the 
words, and the urge to groan in frustration was on the forefront of his mind. 


Around him, everyone was wordlessly doom scrolling through their holotabs, Quackitys’ 
own communicator audibly buzzing every few seconds with messages that the changeling 
was pointedly ignoring. The human had picked up on the noticeable change in atmosphere in 
the room by now and was looking between them all in avid confusion, and Phil would feel 
bad if the crisis they were currently witnessing hadn’t trumped any other issue he would’ve 
concerned himself with otherwise. 


The humans’ arrival in the galaxy had been made public. Fuck. The reality of the situation 
grows more pressing as the moments pass, the cold, clenching feeling in his chest massively 
overwhelming him. Never had he been this involved in something the entire galaxy was 
avidly currently picking apart by the seams. The human was the center of all this, but right 
now, he was in their inner circle. 


The video that Foolish had forwarded to them the first day, the footage that they’d all 
watched, it’d been posted on multiple burner accounts spreading across sites like Worldtree, 
Nexus, and worst of all, Interstellar. Once the videos hit Interstellar, there was no salvaging it. 
The government couldn’t cover this up if they tried. The video had spread like a virus, 
multiple people already having zoomed in on the videos and using enhancing technology to 
try and get a more accurate view of the human. It wasn’t comforting that some iterations were 
uncomfortably accurate. 


The video had begun a raging snowball of theories and articles, and unfortunately for them, 
when millions of billions of peoples’ attention was brought to something specific, it was 
unlikely they’d turn the other way—and when millions of billions of people were tasked to 
investigate that something, it was likely they’d cull results, one way or another. 


So, safe to say, this was bad. 


The leak isn’t just limited to social media sites, unsurprisingly, and unfortunately. He can see 
that several news channels have picked up on the news, and he just knows that they’re 
playing on several satellite stations throughout the galaxy. This suspicion is confirmed when 
he tunes his communicator to the local radio station, and lo’ and behold, the talk of the 
human is /oud. The world leaders are quiet, none having spoken out publicly yet, but Phil 
knows that they’re aware. Everyone is. 


He has to hold his holotab away from his face and shut his communicator off completely, 
focusing on breathing. There couldn’t possibly be a worse outcome than this. 


A leak. There hadn’t been a leak from the council in ages, and now suddenly when there is, it 
has to be about this? The Council hadn’t been careful enough, they hadn’t tied up their loose 
ends, and this had been their punishment. Ender, he needs to formulate a speech in his head to 
speak to Eret with. Fuck, he’s going to be /ying to Eret. He can lie when he needs to, but this? 
Lying when he’s so unsure? He’s bound to fumble in some way, and Eret will see through his 
facade. He needs to pull himself together if he wants to prevail, for the sake of his crew, and 
for the sake of the human. 


He’s really going to have to commit to this role of concerned follower if he wants to fool 
Eret. A concerned follower who can’t find the human, a concerned follower who is doing 
everything he can to track them down, a concerned follower who isn t currently sharing the 
same air as the target. 


As he turns his gaze upwards, away from his communicator and holotab—the two smallest 
yet overwhelming sources of information out there—he sees out of the corner of his eye the 
human—Tommy, and Slime, patting each other on the hands in a mindless sort of pattern. 
They both don’t seem to understand fully what they’re doing, faltering in their movements 
intermittently before resuming the rhythmic tempo of their game, but in an odd way, it 
soothes Phils rapidly beating heart. The human, Slime; dead to the world. He can’t help the 
bemusement that creeps up in the form of an incredulous laugh. 


No one seems to notice, all too focused on their holotabs. He couldn't blame them. He let his 
eyes trail back down to the blank screen of his communicator, and he could feel as his face 
screwed up into a grimace. He had several unread messages from Tubbo and Ranboo, and 
when he opened them he let his face fall into a frown. Both Tubbo and Ranboo were 


rightfully worried, and their messages shown as such. Tubbo was wondering why he hadn't 
answered for so long and was asking for updates on the human, and Ranboo was in a state of 
general panic. 


People have already gathered in the single varis that the leak has been out that the human is 
on Asphia, because of course they have. They're not sure yet, but it's highly suspected, and 
that had been enough. The arrival of the Peacekeepers was not ignored, and now they can 
finally pin it to a reason. Half of the Trade Center population is evacuating, and half are 
dutifully sticking around, all for different reasons. Some are convinced the leak was a hoax, 
and are calling the other half paranoid, and some have taken it upon themselves to try and 
sleuth out the human themselves. 


Self proclaimed bounty hunters are on the rise, and no doubt it'll interfere with what they're 
trying to do. Some are expecting a monetary prize for catching the human, and some just 
want to be the ones to detain them. Whatever the reason, none of it is friendly competition. 
Quackity is the first to break the silence out of all of them. 


“This makes things a little harder.” The changelings' own panic is well concealed, though it 
seems like anything they say will prove to be an understatement. 


“No shit.” Wilbur is the next to speak. 


Quackity pointedly ignores Wilburs comment, turning to Phil. “The time until your meeting 
with the Council leader has been drastically shortened, I believe.” 


Phil nods, wings bristling just slightly. “He’ll be calling us soon. What's our story?” He 
prompts, turning to Wilbur and Techno. Wilbur is setting Quackity with a glare before 
focusing his attention on him. 


“We should keep it safe. We came to Las Nevadas searching for the human, but haven't found 
it. We keep the story how it would've been if we hadn't spoken with Quackity.” Wilbur is 
quick to come up with it, and seemingly, it’s airtight. There's no loose ends from what Phil 
can see, but the problem comes after. If Eret believes them this time, how will they continue 
to keep up the faux tale? Everyone will be searching for something they have practically no 
chance of finding, and SBI themselves will be pretending to search for something they 
already have. 


Techno interrupts Phils train of thought, slightly surprising him. “If the Council and the rest 
of the Galaxy are following a false lead, it'll keep them occupied.” And the suggestion is 
good, something that didn't surprise Phil. Techno tended to excel in strategy, he just didn't 
speak up if he could help it. 


“You're saying we send them on a chase for nothing?” Wilbur tilts his head at Techno, 
something suspiciously close to excitement in his voice. 


“Yep,” Techno affirms impassively, “If you all are adamant on helpin’ the human, it's best if 
we can turn the Government's attention the other way while we do it.” 


“Any suggestions on how we do that?” Wilbur prompts, crossing his arms. 


“Well, I dunno’.” Techno answers eloquently, drawing a surprised snort from Wilbur. “I 
mean, there's multiple things we could do.” He amends quickly afterwards. 


“One thing at a time.” Phil adds, chuckling. 


“You're acting like we can’t multitask.” Wilbur squints at him. Phil raises a brow at him in 
return. 


“T’m just saying we should pace ourselves. Once we get the inevitable meeting out of the 
way, then we can focus on what to do next.” 


Wilbur looks like he’s about to respond when the groups’ attention is brought to a sudden 
bout of movement on the other side of the room. The human has stood up abruptly, and their 
hands are on their hips as they send a blank stare towards the four of them. Slime doesn’t 
seem perturbed, but Phil doesn’t really know if he can trust that. Not a second later, the 
human is turning heel and marching towards the restroom, fumbling with the door briefly 
before successfully opening it and stumbling inside. 


“What uh,” Phil starts, shoulders hiking up his neck, “What’s he doing?” A lost chuckle 
makes its way up his throat. 


Phil turns to Quackity, who is turned to Slime, who’s uselessly shrugging. Before any of them 
really have the chance to do anything, the human is reemerging from the restroom, looking 
the exact same as before, except he can see the faintest trace of liquid running down his chin 
and onto his clothing. The human looks satisfied with itself. 


“Ah, he was thirsty.” Phil concludes, though it goes through the deaf ears of Quackity who 
looks frazzled. The changeling is immediately rushing over to the human, leaning closer to 
inspect his face. 


He begins to speak, though he seems to second guess his words before he begins again, 
“7 Cual fue tu trago?”’ The human looks lost, only slowly raising a sleeved arm to wipe at 
their face while staring down at the masked face of Quackity. 


“How did he know what to drink?” Wilbur, as always, is thinking with the intent of research 
instead of concern. 


“Yeah, uh, I don’t think he did.” Quackity responds, looking the human over repeatedly. Phil 
can hear Quackity hissing an exasperated ‘do you even know what you drank?’ under his 
breath, though he suspects it's mostly to himself since the human can’t understand him. 


“So, he just guessed.” Wilbur suggests, a little disbelieving. 


Quackity is quickly rolling over Wilburs inquiries, taking a step back from the human and 
exhaling, “He’ll probably be fine, unless humans are like, deathly water averse.” 


“What are the odds that they are?” 


“Why are you asking me?” Quackity hisses at Wilbur, though he turns quickly back to the 
human and stammers directionlessly until finding his words, once again speaking in a 


language he can’t decipher, “Agua?” The word is lilted up in a questioning tone. 


The human seems to understand this one, as he’s visibly brightening and nodding, parroting 
the word back and pointing to his open mouth. Phil notes that the humans’ teeth are rather 
blunt, blunter than most the teeth he sees around him. 


“Okay, okay. It’s fine, probably. Unless he suddenly drops dead, or, or something, it’s fine.” 
Quackity exhales, and the mild panic seems to have been resolved. 


“At least we know it can take care of its own needs.” Wilbur tries, to which Quackity sends 
him a look that even the mask somehow portrays. Wilbur only raises his hands in mock 
surrender. Quackity turns back to the human, patting their shoulder twice and gesturing to 
Slime. The human seems to understand Quackitys silent request and shuffles back over to 
Slime, the two exchanging unbothered greetings. 


As Quackitys’ hand is minutely raised, Phils’ attention is drawn to the bandage that he's only 
just noticed wraps around it. Cocking his head to the side, a questioning trill involuntarily 
escapes his throat. Quackity turns his head to him, staring him down with the same amount of 
confusion before Phil is speaking, “Are you injured?” 


He’s not sure what leads him to asking. Maybe it’s the fact that Quackity is rarely ever seen 
with injuries; he’s never been the confrontational type, and when he is, it’s because he thinks 
he can handle it. He’s usually right. 


He can’t see the changelings expression behind the mask, but he can see the way his head 
snaps to his bandaged hand as if he’d forgotten it was there. “Ah.” 


Both Wilbur and Techno have now also noticed the bandaged hand, though Wilbur appears to 
care a lot more than Techno, who’s leaning carelessly against a wall. 


“Yeesh, how did that happen?” Wilbur chuckles. The closer he inspects, he can see dried 
blood staining through the bandage. 


“Uh,” Quackity seems hesitant in answering, but he does, eventually, “He stabbed me.” He 
nods his head in the humans direction, and it’s almost offensive how nonchalant he is about 
it. 


Wilbur makes a face, and from his corner, Techno finally seems to look intrigued. “How did 
it stab you?” Phil itches to correct the ‘it’ to anything else, but he can’t help but admit he’s 
curious as to how the human came about stabbing the changeling. 


“With a weapon— Look, it’s like, a whole thing. We’re cool now.” Quackity is quick to jump 
to the defense of the human, which Phil understands, but he can’t ignore that despite the 
humans clear intelligence, it doesn’t overrule the potential for danger. 


“Does he still have the weapon?” Phil sends a wary look the humans way, said human 
oblivious to the discussion they’re having. 


“Probably.” Is Quackitys’ answer, which, not too comforting. He’s assuming the human 
turned to violence from feeling threatened, but the possibility that they’re a proximity bomb 
isn’t something he’s comfortable overlooking. 


“I’m gonna be the one to say it, maybe we should disarm the human prone to stabbin’.” 
Techno throws his arms up, pupils flitting between them under half lidded eyes. Wilbur 
contributes to the discussion with a quiet ‘he has a point’. 


Quackity is rigid, like he wants to argue, but after a moment of silence, his form relaxes. “I'll 
ask for it.” 


“You think the human’s just gonna agree?” Wilbur contests, staring down at Quackity in a 
way that Phil can only assume is condescending. He frowns minutely at it. 


“Unless you have a better plan, I’m going to be civil.” Quackity raises a hand slowly to his 
chest mockingly, turning away from the group and heading towards the human and Slime. 


Phil lets his shoulders drop, exhaling as he turns his lingering gaze off the trio. 


“Tf the human stabs him again for askin’ I’m gonna laugh.” 


“Techno.” Phil chides, though not before letting out a startled chuckle. He sincerely hopes 
that doesn’t happen, because it’s gonna be a lot harder to vouch for someone who 
continuously perpetuates the stigma around their own species. 


The three sit in silence for a few moments, all their collective attention on Quackity and the 
human—who are exchanging broken sentences and awkward charades—when Wilbur breaks 
the silence. 


“Are we gonna wait for Eret to call us, or are we gonna get it over with?” He speaks tersely. 


Phil raises a brow, “You wanna do that...now?” Wilbur mirrors his expression, and Phil 
laughs, continuing, “I mean,” He strongly gestures in the direction of Quackity and the 
human, “Here?” 


Wilbur follows his gaze, eyes scrunching in scrutiny before he’s whipping his head back to 
him, “We can just tell them to be quiet, or move into another room, or move them into 
another room,” Wilbur shrugs. 


Phil gives a low hum, gaze flitting back and forth between Wilbur and the latter trio a few 
times before he gives in. Wilbur is already fixing his appearance despite the fact that it'll be 
purely a voice call, and Techno suddenly looks visibly exhausted at the prospect of having to 
speak to Eret. 


He raises a hand lowly to get the attention of Quackity before speaking, “We’re going to be 
calling Eret here in a bit, should we move rooms? Or can you keep the two of them,” He 
gestures with two fingers to the human and Slime, “Silent?” 


Quackity throws an arm over the edge of the couch wordlessly, gaze fixed on Phil for an 
uncomfortable moment before he turns to the other two, uttering something inaudible to them 
before gesturing to his mouth and making a closing motion with his hand. Slime hikes his 
shoulders up to his jawline—or, questionable lack of one?—and nods enthusiastically while 
the human just holds up their hand in a sign Phil doesn’t recognize, but they’re nodding as 
well. 


Quackity turns back to Phil, pressing two fingers parallel to each other in an ‘ok’ sign. Phil 
sends him a grateful nod, “Thanks mate.” 


Clasping his hands together, he turns back to his team. “We ready?” He gets two monotonous 
confirmations, and that’s all he needs before he’s taking out his communicator once again and 
finding Erets’ Council contact. He vaguely beckons for his sons to flank him as he moves 
closer to the wall. The familiar melodious ringing sounds from his communicator as they 
wait for a response. 


Putting himself in the mindset of the lie he’s trying to pass as truth isn’t too difficult, but he’s 
thankful for every spare second he’s given when Eret doesn’t pick up immediately. 


The ringing drags on for several moments, and he’s exchanging looks with his sons as they’re 
huddled around the communicator. When Eret finally picks up, he sounds worse for wear, but 
he’s still somehow managed to retain his composure. 


“Phil,” They greet, “I take it you’ve heard the news.” Their low-pitched voice trickles out of 
the speakers, a grave tone laced in their words. 


“Everyone has.” And it’s true, practically everyone has. 


“Right. Before we continue, who else is with you?” Phils’ gaze flits upwards and bounces 
between both Techno and Wilbur respectively, who are also exchanging looks. 


“Just Techno and Wil.” The aforementioned two give their own quiet greetings down into the 
communicator. 


“Good. Are you secure?” This time, Phils’ gaze is fluttering over towards where Quackity, 
Slime and the human are staring at them from over the couch. 


“Yes.” The lie comes easier than he thought it would. 


Eret is silent on the other line for a moment that’s almost too long before he’s speaking again, 
“Alright. We have several issues to go over, are there any that strike you as most pressing 
before I continue?” 


Phil is already putting himself in a role, something Wilbur has always been better at, but Phil 
didn’t get this far by being unable to lie. “We tracked the human into Las Nevadas, but we 
couldn’t find it before the leak was released. Now that everyone is aware, it’ll make this job 
several times harder.” Part of him feels ill at the fact he’s using Erets’ trust in him against 
him, but another part of him is hanging on to the fact that Eret might’ve lied to them ail. 


Eret hums in acknowledgement, “This is true, though I’ve decided you should continue with 
your mission. You'll simply be...adjusting, with the new factors. This was the main subject I 
wanted to speak about with you three.” Another pause, “While a good portion of the 
population is afraid, another good portion isn t. There are already people forming groups to 
try and find the human themselves, and while our goal is to find the human, that goal doesn t 
include it falling into the hands of the general public.” 


“So what do you suggest?” 


“T suggest, you do your jobs,” They begin, “But I’d also like to suggest you work with the 
public. People respect you, and working with them puts us in a better spot rather than if we 
worked separately.” And Phil sees the logic in it. It would be a good direction to head in if 
they hadn’t already found the human. 


“That’ll involve us going public about the mission.” He states, watching as Techno fiddles 
idly with his braid. 


“Tt will, though it’ll also confront other problems. The public thinks we haven t been doing 
anything about the situation, since we’ve been quiet. And considering the leak came from an 
outside source, the public doesn t have much reason to believe otherwise. They’re beginning 
to think we’re negligent, and that leads to reckless behavior. Going public about our 
involvement will restore some faith lost, and it’ll give you more eyes in the crowd besides 


a” 


your own. 


“That’s another thing...” Phil begins slowly, “How did the footage get leaked in the first 
place?” 


He can hear Eret exhale on the other end, “One of the poachers, the one who didnt 
voluntarily turn themselves in. They threatened to leak the footage if we didn t give them a 
full pardon.” Ah. “We were...not quick enough to accept the ultimatum, and they grew 
impatient. They'd already backed up the footage several times, and we lacked the foresight to 
suspect the possibility.” 


Wilbur is leaning over to him and whispering an ‘J knew it’ in his ear, and he’s swatting his 
sons arm in return. 


“T see. Is there anything else to discuss?” He’s quickly turning his attention away from 
silently chastising his son, staring down at the Council symbol on his communicator screen. 


“I don t believe so, though I'll let you know I’m making a public announcement sooner rather 
than later. If you’ve decided to go through with going public, I'll add it to the announcement 
plan.” Phil looks up and receives two tentative nods, though Techno looks a little miffed 
about it. 


“We will.” He confirms. 


“Alright then, well,” A sigh, “I believe that's it for now.” 


“Alright. Take care, Eret.” 


“You as well.” Eret doesn’t linger, and the Council logo is disappearing off his screen not a 
second later. The night is no longer young, though it’s far from over. 


“T need a nap.” Techno is stretching his arms out, lugging himself over to a chair and 
collapsing into it. 


“Eugh.” Wilbur is grumbling his agreement. 


Phil is running a hand down his face, skin being stretched with it as his gaze falls over their 
silent observers. Slime waves, though the human is quick to look away. Quackity is hauling 
himself up from the couch and striding over towards the three of them, stuffing his hands in 
his pockets. 


“You three are gonna need to keep up multiple fronts. Y’think you can handle it?” 


“We’re gonna have to.” Phil chuckles, letting out a long drawn out exhale. 


Quackity considers him with an inexplicable stare before he’s turning back around, finding 
himself back by Slime and the human. “Next step,” He gestures to the aforementioned, 
“Human.” Said human is twirling their faux horns in their hands, knees brought up to their 
chest as their gaze darts between all of them impassively. 


Wilbur is pushing off the wall at the reminder that the human is still here, and he suddenly 
seems more attent. “Human.” He parrots. 


“The risk for moving the human right now is high, disguise or not, especially when we can’t 
even properly communicate.” Quackity is explaining, pacing while he’s at it, “He can stay 
here, in the lounge. For now, at least.” 


Wilbur is moving to speak but Phil is cutting him off, resting a hand on his sons shoulder. 
“The human hasn’t had proper rest in what, two cycles? Not to mention sustenance.” He’s 
giving Wilbur a pointed look the entire time. “Let him recuperate.” 


“Do we even know if humans have the same sleep cycles as us? Does he look tired?” Wilbur 
is gesturing with an arm to the human, who is staring off into space, blinking slowly. Wilbur 
squints, “Ah.” 


Quackity is turning to face the human once more, and they’re blinking rapidly as they’re 
alerted to the attention on them. Quackity points downward with two hands, “tu habitacion.” 


The human looks lost once more, scrunching up his face as he mimics Quackitys’ gesture, 
then slowly turning pointed fingers back towards himself, unsure. The changeling is nodding, 
and Phil is wondering what he’d said to them. 


“Alright, uh, I think he gets it.”” Quackity seems satisfied, crossing his arms. 


“Do you think we could try a translator on him?” Wilbur is piping up, head tilting minutely. 


Quackitys’ shoulders rise just a little, “Uh, not sure how good of an idea that is right now.” 


“T don’t mean now, but eventually. It’d be easy to test. You don’t need surgery for them 
anymore, so...” Wilbur draws out the last word. Phil had briefly forgotten about the 
possibility, but Wilbur was right. There are several different variables now. When the Council 
had first given translators to the humans, the process was complicated, but over the years, the 
process of installing translators had become much easier. Nowadays, injecting a translator 
was only a light pinch behind the ears or at the base of the neck. 


“Eventually, maybe.” Quackity concedes. 


“It'd be a lot better than whatever this manual translation thing you’re doing is,” Wilbur 
gestures vaguely, drawing a scoff from Quackity. 


“Hold on, did you ever confiscate his weapon?” Techno is leaning back up from where he’s 
been slumping, no longer dead to the world. 


Quackity kisses his teeth, letting out a quiet ‘ah’. “We got sidetracked.” 
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Tommy is well on his way into a migraine at this point. Every time he moves his head or 
eyes, a sharp pain spikes in his temple, and it’s miserable. He suspects it's a consequence of 
the fatigue that tugs at his eyes and body. This couch is just so comfortable, at least compared 
to the literal ground he’d been sleeping on before. He’s cursing the world for his back pain at 
the moment. 


He’s thankful for the lack of fluorescent lights in the room, as he thinks he’d simply pass 
away if there were any more stimuli attacking his senses. 


He so desperately wants to straight up just pass out, but despite the shaky bridge of trust he’s 
built between himself and the aliens, falling asleep in front of them continues to feel like a 
death sentence. He’s peeking over the back of the couch at the aliens, watching them discuss 
something he has no way of knowing the subject of. If he had to guess, it probably had 
something to do with him, considering the way they’d all occasionally glance his way. If they 
were trying to be subtle, it wasn’t working. 


He’d been passively watching them the whole time, but Smiles, an alien he had decided to 
tentatively trust alongside Slime, had gestured to the room they were in just moments before 
and said something along the lines of ‘yours’, but he was too tired to properly decipher the 
rest of what he’d said. God, he was beginning to feel nauseous from the headache. The 
fatigue had brought itself down upon Tommy in an instant. It hadn’t been gradual, no, it’d 
snuck up on him. 


Slime had been stationed by him to keep him entertained, he suspects. Half way into idly 
goofing around with the alien, he had suddenly become extremely aware of the childish 
aspect of it all. It’s not that he was complaining, but he couldn’t help but feel like a toddler 


being occupied by a rattle. The language barrier is really setting him back. He’d tried to see if 
Slime knew any English, but the alien never seemed to get it, so he’s stuck with Spanish. 


Turning his head slowly back to the aliens, he debates his options in his head. After a 
respectable five seconds of consideration, he’s settling. 


Against his better judgment, he brings his hood up, adjusting his stolen scarf over his face for 
warmth, and slowly slides himself down into a lying position. If not to slumber, then to 
soothe his aching joints. He lets the headband he’d unequipped slip out of his hand and down 
to the floor, focusing on his breathing. In hindsight, it was definitely exhaustion talking, but 
in the moment he couldn’t have cared less whether the aliens decided to kill him in his sleep 
or not. 


He can hear the jumbled speech of aliens behind him, and the voice he now recognizes as 
Slime from beside him, but he can’t bring himself to move again. He should probably at least 
take off his shoes, but it’s a distant thought, one he has no intention of fulfilling. 


Hunger pains run rampant in his stomach, but he’s telling himself he’!] deal with it in the 
morning. He hopes these people feed him. He’s a growing boy. 


Burying his face further into his scarf, he lets his eyes shut, and the relief he feels is 
immense. He doesn’t care if he’s not allowed to sleep here, he’s doing it anyway. He might 
actually fight one of them if they interrupt him now. He only feels slightly bad for stabbing 
Smiles in the hand, he is not above doing it again if need be. 


Letting his consciousness drift, sleep takes him. 
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Waking up is disorienting at first, then it's not. 


He spends a good minute or two lying awake, slowly becoming conscious enough to go over 
the memories from the day before. Lucidity is gradual, but eventually he’s completely aware 
of his own body. The things outside of his own body however, those are a different matter. 
Cautiously, he rises from his place curled up on the alien couch that feels way too sterile, and 
he takes in his surroundings. 


He blinks blearily, wiping the crust from his eyes as he notes that there’s no one in the room 
with him. 


Face scrunching up, he raises an arm to hook it over the backside of the couch, bringing his 
body to peer over it. Okay... no aliens hiding there. His body is uncomfortably sore, and he 
swings his legs over the edge of the couch, stretching out all his muscles once before 
massaging each point in his body consecutively. 


The memories from the day prior to this one have long since flooded back, though he’s 
unsure of which ones he wants to focus on first. Fuck, his mouth is dry. The frustratingly 
familiar pang of hunger writhes uncomfortably in his gut and chest, and he frowns. Preparing 
himself to stand, he laments silently over the way his clothing is cold against his skin, 
dampened by sweat. The room’s not even hot. 


Grunting, he pulls himself to his feet, wobbling only a little before balance is regained. His 
vision blurs briefly, and he feels nauseous, but the feeling is quick to pass. He feels it deep in 
his bones that he’s slept for at /east eight hours. The way he aches and feels so sluggish, call 
it intuition, but he just knows he’s been out for a while. 


He can recall faint and blurry memories of brief consciousness before actually having 
decided to wake up, but none of them are concise enough to make out anything significant. 
He might remember voices, or he might not. The more he thinks about it, the more he’s 
convinced it’s the truth, but that’s just the issue. 


He makes a small disapproving sound to himself, mechanically swiveling in place to give the 
room he’d conked out in a once-over again. He feels both refreshed and sluggish, and the two 
create a juxtaposition that leaves him in a state of mediocracy. His quiet mullings are rudely 
interrupted by the sound of sliding doors opening, a sound he’s grown to accurately place 
with its source every time, half due to exposure and half due to the fact that the sound is 
something he'd expected from watching sci-fi movies. 


His gaze is immediately zipping to the source, the source being the alien with wings he’d 
only regarded briefly the day before standing at the double doors that make up the entrance. 
They’re both in a staring stand off, though a hesitant smile comes to life on the bastards face. 
It’s familiar and disarming, but Tommy still has half the mind to be wary. 


They’re holding a box in their arms, and they dare to break their gaze away from him to 
fiddle with the door behind them, presumably to lock it. That's at least what Tommy would 
do. 


When the alien turns their attention back to him, they resume their silent staring contest. The 
silence, however, is broken when the alien chirps out a few words Tommy can't understand, 
and he can't tell whether they're meant for him or simply for themselves. 


The distance between the two of them is exponentially growing smaller, from no action taken 
by Tommy however, no, it's all bird brain over here. They're approaching him without a lick 
of hesitation, and Tommy only slightly feels like a cornered animal. He's in the middle of 
debating whether or not he should move away when the alien has gotten close enough to 
offer out the box they're holding to him. 


Tommy is retracting his limbs into himself defensively, eyeing the offering with scrutiny, 
gaze flicking up towards the latter's face. The latters weirdly human face. There are a few 
things that reveal the alien as what they are, alien, such as the blue sclera, the wings, and the 
weird discoloration of skin and lack of nose, but he can also see the similarities. 


Back to the main event; the box. The alien is still holding it out to him, and Tommy can't see 
any defining features on its surface that would give any hint to what it could be. It doesn't 
look fancy, it's just a box. Hesitantly, he reaches out a hand to take it. 


The alien seems pleased with the development, eagerly holding it out to him until its 
completely in his grasp. They round the backside of the couch to the side he's on, shuffling 
over towards the couch adjacent to him. They look at him expectantly from their place 
opposite of him. 


Tommy makes a face, turning his attention back down to the box in his hands. It has a bit of 
weight to it, and Tommy is distantly suspicious he's been handed a pipe bomb, but inevitably 
he braves the unknown and opens it. 


Waiting for him inside is nothing he really expected, but it strongly resembles food. It's a 
random assortment it looks like, as they all vary in appearance drastically, but it's food. His 
stomach is of the opinion he should throw all caution to the wind, but his brain insists on 
making sure none of it is poison. 


He gives it a once over, and that's enough for him. 


There's what looks like meat in one corner, and in another corner there's something that 
strongly resembles rice. Actually, it's so similar that there's literally no differences he can see. 
It looks like regular fried rice, but there's a dark purplish red seasoning over it he doesn't 
recognize. There are other portions he identifies as vegetation, and some he can't exactly 


identify, but all of it looks appetizing. Really, anything looks appetizing when you haven't 
eaten a proper meal in two days. 


Well, not everything. There's a gooey yellow and green spotted fruit in one corner that could 
probably single handedly make him lose his appetite. 


After poking around aimlessly in the assortment of food for a moment, he looks back up, 
finding that the alien has been silently watching him the whole time, hands clasped in front of 
them. Frowning minutely, he turns his head back down to the food. 


"Could've at least given me a fork." He grumbles, though part of him argues that he should be 
grateful they even bothered to feed him at all. 


He doesn't look up to see the reaction they have towards his words, but he feels like it'd be a 
useless endeavor regardless, considering they can't understand each other. 


Tommy kept his gaze pointedly trained on the alien as he tentatively reached a hand into the 
box to grab one of the portions; a round, shiny, apple-looking fruit, though the shape was 
odd. He was guessing blindly, but using deductive reasoning, he came to the conclusion that 
it was a fruit. The alien didn’t move, and so Tommy continued. 


He slowly brought the food item up to his face, sniffing it uselessly, all the while keeping his 
eyes dead set on the alien who, for lack of a better word, looked nervous. With his free hand 
he set the box carefully down next to him and focused his full attention on the item he’d 
chosen. He scrutinized the fruit, picking at its outer skin experimentally before sending a 
quick prayer to whatever god out there would listen, and taking a hesitant bite. 


The initial process of biting was a quick thing, but after he’d sunk his teeth through the skin 
of the fruit he’d slowed, allowing himself to process the taste and feeling. Maybe he was 
simply waiting for some alien toxin to kick in. Biting into the fruit was similar to the feeling 
of biting into an apple, but he noted it felt less crisp and a little more...chewy. Its similarities 
with the familiar fruit ended there however, because it tasted nothing like an apple. 


It didn’t taste bad, no, but a little surprising. It was sweet, like he’d expected, but almost 
overly sweet. It had almost a tang to it, if that made sense. After he’d decided no poison was 
entering his body, he finished his bite, lowering the fruit once more as he chewed slowly. 


Finally looking back towards the alien who he’d been neglecting to pay attention to during 
the taste test, he found that they somehow looked even more constipated than they did before. 
He entertained the idea that they were just as nervous about the food being deadly to him as 
he was, if not more. 


The sight almost coaxed a bemused smile out of him, but he was busy eating, so he can only 
imagine his face twisted into something vaguely resembling an upturned lip. 


Despite all his earlier hesitance, he’d quickly decided in the midst of chewing that he was a 
little sick of being so cautious, and it was frankly, draining. He’ll acknowledge that maybe 
it’s the foolish teenager in him, but he’s letting nature take its course with this one. If one of 
these alien foods happens to be toxic to him, he’ll just live. He’s resilient. He can survive a 
little food poisoning. 


Swallowing, he finds that his appetite has jumped up in its enthusiasm now that he hasn’t 
immediately dropped dead, and he’s starving. The second thing on his mind is the fact he 
now realizes being stared at silently while eating is immensely uncomfortable. Source; alien. 


The first bite had been grand, he gets it. He wasn’t bothered then, no, he was busy preparing 
for his untimely death by alien fruit, but he’s over that now. Now, he’d rather not have this 
alien turn his simple meal into a spectacle. 


Lowering the fruit further, he tucks it into his chest as he gives the alien a look. “What?” 


They visibly stiffen at being so obviously addressed, now at the center of attention. 


“Are y’gonna keep staring? Freak,” He chastises uselessly, “I’m not a rabbit.” 


He’s aware the alien literally cannot understand him, but he’s hoping the alien can deduce 
from vibes alone that he’s asking them for a little decency. They continue to stare, to the 
surprise of no one. Tommy scrunches up his nose. 


Their eyes dart to the side intermittently as Tommy stares them down, but their eyes never 
break from him entirely. He hopes he makes them nervous. Or, maybe he shouldn’t be so 
standoffish to the guy who brought him food... 


Nah. He’s entitled to food. Aliens aren’t entitled to ogling him like he’s a zoo animal. 


Scowling, he takes a stab at standing up. The alien doesn’t flinch, but they do follow him 
with their gaze, and he can’t tell if its caution in their eyes or something else. Maybe 
curiosity. He turns to set the half bitten fruit into the box resting on the couch before 
robotically shuffling in the direction of the bathroom, a place he’s decided is his favorite 
room, due to the comfort it provides. The light is dim there, not shining down on him from 
above, but instead from small rectangular panels that line the mirror. 


He keeps his front facing the alien the entire way there, at one point walking backwards to 
reach the bathroom. The alien does the same, though now their face is scrunched up, not in 
anger, but perhaps confusion. Or maybe anger. They’re an alien. 


His back hits the bathroom door finally and he fumbles around for the handle before speed 
shuffling himself inside said room, hoping the alien has enough decency to leave him be in 
here. He’s hoping they’Il just assume he needs to take a shit. He hopes that’s a universal 
experience; wordlessly leaving to take a shit. In hindsight, it would probably have been more 
normal of him to have just walked regularly to the bathroom instead of being dead set on 
making eye contact with the alien the entire way there. 


But no, he didn’t do all this just to take a shit, no. Even though he probably will have to soon, 
(He’s not looking forward to having to figure out how alien toilets work.) that’s not the 
reason he’d unceremoniously excused himself to the bathroom. No, the reason is he just 
needs a breather. He’d only woken up, what, fifteen minutes ago? Ten? He needed to splash 
his face with water a few times, even if the water was weird ass bland water that always 
tasted wrong, even from the sink. 


He hoped to figure out how to change the temperature of the water that left the faucet, 
because currently he didn’t know how to get anything besides room temperature water, and it 
fell just short of being refreshing. 


His palms dig into the counters edge as he stares down his reflection. His hair is mussed by 
what he assumes was a long, deep sleep, and the horns he’d been wearing the day before are 
noticeably missing. He puts two and two together and comes to the conclusion he must’ve 
dropped them in his sleep, no longer being conscious enough to hold onto it. The headband is 
a lesser commodity of his, but he’s still immaturely attached to them. 


After a long bout of staring into the eyes of his reflection, he rips his gaze away from himself 
to reach for the slightly confusing buttons that control the faucet. 


His eyes only search aimlessly for a moment before they find their mark. The button to turn 
the faucet on is flat, they all are, but he’d almost thought they were touch activated until he 
realized he needed to give the smallest bit of force for it to work. The symbol for it is similar 
to the one that was plastered on the water dispenser he’d seen two nights ago. 


Running his hand under the steady stream of water, he finds that it is indeed room 
temperature. It’s still cold in contrast to the air around him, but it’s not frigid. 


He squints in scrutiny at the button pad, bending his knees minutely to get level with it. 
There’s a little metal plate off to the side of the button pad, fixed into the wall. There’s tiny 
words engraved into the plaque along with a symbol that suspiciously resembles a warning 
sign. Just right to the metal plate is something that for lack of a better word, looks like a 
slider. Slide what? You may ask, and Tommy is not the guy to give you an answer. 


There’s no switch. Just a rectangular pad with two separate symbols on both respective sides, 
one being an icy off white color and the other being a harsh red. Both very suspiciously 
resemble something along the lines of a warning sign. Not the typical warning sign he’s used 
to, but they manage to give off the same impression. 


He’s apprehensive, don’t get him wrong, he still has his survival instincts, but he’s only 
human. Curiosity, a good percentage of the time, always trumps fear, and that's why he’s 
reaching out a finger to push against the rectangular pad. To his mild surprise, the spot where 


he’s pressed his finger against lights up under the appendage. He experimentally removes his 
finger, and with the absence of his finger so does the dull light. 


He presses his finger against the pad once more, and the light returns. He slowly drags his 
finger across the pad, settling on moving it towards the left most side. He’s not sure what he 
was expecting, but when steam begins to flow upward into his face from the stream of water 
below, he realizes that the slider must be a temperature slider. To put it simply, this is a 
massive win. 


He retracted his hand from the touch pad and ran it under the steaming stream of water, only 
to immediately snap it back to his chest as if he had been burnt. And he had. The water was 
well past warm, and the effect of the heat was immediate as it felt like he’d been stung. At 
least he’d figured out how to change the temperature. Small victories. 


He moves his focus back to the slider, slowly dragging his finger away from the far left side. 
Experimentally, he pokes the stream of water, and is pleased to find it's not scalding anymore. 
Steam still rises from the basin, but it's mostly just excess now. 


He finds a nice middle ground between lukewarm and blistering, and warmth places its roots 
in his palms and spreads throughout his body, tendrils of heat creeping up his arms. It’s 
soothing. 


After a long beat of simply basking in the comfort the warm water gives, he dips down to 
adjust his head under the faucet, letting water pour over his curls. He’s not sure what spurred 
him on to do this, but he feels greasy. He doesn’t have any soap unfortunately, so that sucks. 
He keeps it in mind to try and mime his desperate need for a shower later. 


The water currently gushing down his head splits into different streams, dripping through the 
crevices of his face. He takes in a deep breath before letting out a long drawn out exhale. 
Welp, that’s enough of that. He moves to remove his head from the basin, but not before 
bumping his head lightly on the faucet on the way up, prompting a hissed ‘ow’ out of him. 


He shakes his head like a dog to rid himself of the water still clinging to his hair, droplets 
being whipped in every direction. He briefly regrets it, as the mirror and the walls around him 
are dripping with water, but it’s already been done, so whatever. 


He’s reentering the world beyond the bathroom before he knows it, daring to treat this place 
as if it’s his own home. Aliens kidnapped him, twice, if he’s an unwelcome guest then that’s 
their problem, not his. If they get pissy about him making himself comfortable, well, he’s not 
above fist fights. Though, he would feel a little bad punching Slime. 


He waves the thoughts of premeditated violence from his head as the bird alien he’d yet to 
fully comprehend caught his eye. They were currently hunched over the box they’d handed 
him earlier, a clawed finger slowly carding through the contents. 


Tommy inched himself slowly around the side, trying to make his presence known yet not 
sudden so as to not scare them, but his efforts were useless as it happened anyway. As he 
presumably entered their peripheral, they immediately whipped their head to him, his 
presence eliciting a violent flinch out of them. Jesus, hes not that frightening. 


They stared at him for a few seconds, blinking owlishly before their shoulders untensed and 
they exhaled loudly, a consistent chuckling noise escaping them. It sounded a lot like 
laughter, and he hoped it was. 


Tommy politely let the alien recuperate, fiddling with his hands. After a few moments they’d 
finished, and they waved a hand at him. Tommy stared blankly, raising an eyebrow. They 
seemed to get what he meant, repeating the gesture though this time more insistently. Tommy 
finally clocked that it seemed to be a beckoning gesture. When Tommy, albeit apprehensive, 
moves closer, the alien seems visibly pleased. 


Tommy stands awkwardly a few feet away from them and they reshuffle themselves so 
they’re sitting on the couch, one leg—weird ass bird leg—folded on the couch with them. 
That’s another part of the alien that’s wildly inhuman. They adjust the box of food so it’s on 
their lap and they continue to beckon him. 


Tommy briefly hopes this isn’t some sort of fly trap and he’s the fly, but the fact that the alien 
hasn’t made any move to attack him yet is a green flag, he thinks. 


He shuffles a little closer, the sound of his shoes chafing across the ground the only sound in 
the room, but he stubbornly keeps distance between himself and them. They dont appear 


perturbed by it, continuing. Continuing with what, exactly? Tommy can’t tell you at the 
moment. They’re leafing through the food in the box with a delicate finger, looking back up 
at him intermittently. 


Eventually, they’re pointing at a specific food portion in the container, looking at him 
expectantly. Tommy’s unsure of what to make of the sudden attempt at communication at 
first, but he decides to give it a shot. He leans forward slightly, just to get a proper look at 
what the alien’s gesturing to. It’s the fruit he ate earlier. The aftertaste still lives on his 
tongue. His eyes dart up to the aliens face, and they’re still staring at him. He gives a hesitant 
nod, unsure of what he’s agreeing to. Do aliens even know what nodding is? Do aliens nod? 


He doesn’t have time to spiral into what-ifs because the aliens’ supposed smile is widening 
considerably, and they look hopeful. Keywords, ‘supposed’ and ‘look’--Tommy has no clue if 
this is a chimp scenario or not where smiling is considered aggression. 


They then point to a portion of food Tommy hasn’t tried, which is anything other than the 
fruit. This time, it’s the meat. It looks cooked, thank god, but it has a strange blue undertone 
mixed in with the familiar reds. Some part of him expects it to taste like blue gatorade, or just 
any variation of blue flavor, but when he reaches for the tiny slab of meat and slowly brings it 
to his mouth with the encouragement of Bird brain he finds it just tastes like cooked beef. It’s 
dry, a little too chewy, but it’s appreciated nonetheless. 


When he looks up, the alien is watching him with a pinched expression, a weird 
amalgamation of anxiety and hope as their hands are clasped together. Their nerves are 
contagious, and Tommy silently curses their obvious nervousness because now he 5 nervous 
about it. Bastard. 


He chews considerably slower after catching the aliens’ expression, but he does finish. It 
soothes the part of his stomach that feels starkly empty, but he’Il probably need to eat a lot 
more for it to last. He’s still for a few moments, waiting for adverse reactions. When none 
come, he raises his hands at his sides and shrugs instinctively—it mixes in awkwardly with 
the nod he throws in after. 


The alien chatters to themself, chuckling. Tommy fights to push down his own smile at the 
sound, because it’d be incredibly awkward if they weren’t actually laughing. He curses 
laughter for being so contagious. Fuck this guy. Okay, not really, he takes it back. 


The alien points to another portion of food enthusiastically, and Tommy repeats the process, 
feeling heaps less hesitant about the whole thing. This game of russian roulette; unfamiliar 
alien food edition—is surprisingly fun. It’s a preferred stimulus over running for your life in 
the icy tundra from your kidnappers. 


He finds himself smiling anyway, regardless of his efforts. 
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Phil finds himself pleasantly surprised by the reciprocation of communication, despite the 
fact he’s wholly aware the human is sentient by now. He supposes that hearing it is one thing, 
seeing it is another. 


He’d been anxious at first, and to his own displeasure he found himself treating the human as 
if they were a wild animal; with caution. Their first actions had puzzled him, such as abruptly 
standing to retreat to the restroom, then coming out noticeably damper. He has no idea what 
human bathing rituals might be like, but he assumes they exist. 


All species bathe, but they differ in how they do it. Wilbur in particular loves water, as do all 
phantoms, but Techno is the opposite. Piglins aren’t water averse like Enderians, but that 
doesn’t mean they’re fond of it. Some are, of course, but Techno isn’t one of them. Piglin fur 
is so thick that it takes incredibly long to dry, and so Piglins take the second route and find 
alternatives to water. In this day and age, there are tons, so it’s not a problem. 


Back to the present matter, the human. They’d left so quickly that Phil was worried the food 
had been bad, or toxic to them. Most species could universally digest the same foods across 
different planets, as nature loves its’ patterns and drastic differences in food isn’t common— 
save for Netheris, where most of the food native to the planet are exclusively eaten by 
Netherborn species. Phil was unsure if humans were different in this sense, but when they 
came back looking relatively fine he allowed his nerves to settle. 


When they came back from their restroom expedition, Phil had decided to throw in the dark 
and try and get the human to interact with him. An olive branch, if you will. 


To reiterate, it was a surprise when they caught on so quickly. It gave him a sort of shameful 
and uneasy feeling, but it was fascinating to see intelligence in a species that you once 
thought was incapable. Guilt was inescapable with the human, but he owed them this much, 
more, even. If he were younger, more foolish, he’d be pointedly ignoring the problem with 
Eret, but he’s not. People you trust can betray you, no matter how much you think it to be 
impossible. 


Just the day before, humans being like them was impossible, but look where they are now. 


In every nod, shrug, in every minute gesture, the uptick of their lips, intelligence shown 
bright and clear. The quiet back and forth they were exchanging was quite nice, and in that 
moment he could see none of the monster the council made them out to be. 


Of course, them stabbing Quackity in the hand was...odd, but Phil could understand it, 
despite being unable to empathize. 


He was grateful he’d been the one tasked with keeping watch of the human and keeping them 
company. Slime was a plan B, but he was currently accompanying Quackity in answering the 
countless messages and emails he’d been bombarded with. 


He didn’t particularly trust Wilbur to not immediately try and science the shit out of the 
human if left alone with them, and Techno, even though he offered to stay with Phil, was 
easily readable when you knew him for as long as he did. The two of them had gone out to 
gauge the state of the universe first hand, and in turn, Asphia. Their little reconnaissance 
mission would also lead to regrouping with Tubbo and Ranboo. 


He was cautiously confident in his skill to defend himself from the human if need be, and his 
sons seemed to agree as they hadn’t argued when he’d offered to stay back with them. They 
were taller than him, but size didn’t equate to strength— looking at Tubbo. As soon as he 
found these thoughts roaming his mind, he felt guilt return to him. Being ready for any 


possibility was something he couldn’t neglect, but he couldn’t help but feel bad anyway. 
Techno would chastise him for it; it's you or them. 


Being in the profession he was in, he’d seen much more violence than the average person, but 
that wasn’t saying much. The most common he’d see were in unethical fighting rings in 
Netheris that he’d helped dismantle. Perhaps back when war was common, practically an eon 
ago, he’d agree more with Technos' words. 


The human has tried almost every food in the container at this point in time, and they haven’t 
keeled over yet, to Phils’ massive relief. They appear much more relaxed than when they’d 
first seen him, the tension in their shoulders loosened. They caught his eye in the midst of 
chewing at one point, throwing him a thumbs up. The gesture wasn’t a commonly used one, 
but he knew what it meant. It was so jarring to see signs and gestures used by them being 
used by the human. 


Nature loves its patterns, whether it be the biological make up of all living things or repeating 
ideas across species. There’s only so many possibilities, and when there’s so many of them 
it’s only a matter of time before ideas cross over. 


The next varis was spent with the human, Tommy, eating the rest of the food in the container 
while Phil would intermittently scroll through his holotab. The universe hadn’t settled in the 
slightest in the time between the leak and now. In fact, there was more outrage now than 
before. Anyone who hadn’t heard of the news in the first few varis had definitely heard now. 
In the lounge, it was quiet, but everything outside of it was loud. 


Eret had made his public announcement, and he hadn’t mentioned them by name Just yet, but 
he did assure the populace the Council had a team on the case. Capturing the human without 
authorization was made treason in the same breath. The Council had gone to an extreme, and 
since they usually never buckled down so hard—because they rarely needed to—more were 
inclined to listen. 


While the human has these few days to rest, Phil is granted no such privilege. After 
regrouping with the rest of his team and Quackity, they’Il need to form a plan to throw 
everyone off the humans trail, and in turn, theirs. 


Phils’ attention was brought away from his holotab when movement in his peripheral alerted 
him to the humans attempts to get his attention. They were holding an empty container— 
which brought an involuntary smile to his face—staring at him with an expectant gaze. When 
they saw they’d successfully gotten his attention, they made a show of looking around 
aimlessly before nodding their head to the empty box. 


Phil chuckled, bemused. The humans’ nose scrunched, and their brows set lower on their 
eyes. “What, mate?” 


They stood abruptly, something they seemed to do a lot. It didn’t startle Phil as much as it did 
the first time, but he took uneasy note of how silently the human seemed to glide across the 
carpeted ground, no rustling or unintentional sound escaping them, barely any sound of 
footsteps. They had gone to set the container on the counter connected to the lounges’ 
kitchen, bee lining for the restroom once more immediately after. When they came out, their 
hands were dripping with water. They flapped their hands in what Phil assumed was a tactic 
to dry them. He made a note to properly communicate the fact that Enderians were strictly 
water averse, and to be mindful with water when around them. It was a weakness Phil wasn’t 
set on telling the human, but perhaps when trust was built and it was a good time for Ranboo 
and Tubbo to meet them. 


The human settles on the couch opposite of him once more, and Phil sends him a smile. Him, 
right. Tommy. 


Tommy. What a simple name. It’s nice, regardless. Kristin would like it. He wonders how 
she’s taking all the news, from wherever she is. 


The day is a stark contrast to the cycles prior. Things are calm, at least in this room, and to 
Phils’ relief nothing goes wrong. Tommy is never aggressive, nor is he violent, only tired; 
lethargic. He almost seems as curious about Phil as Phil is him, and the thought sparks 
something inexplicable in him. The humans’ earlier energy has dwindled substantially in the 
few varis they’d been idling. They sprawl themselves out over the couch and stretch often— 
similarly to a feline—massaging different parts of their body. 


Phil is briefly worried that he’d neglected to give the human proper entertainment, as it’d 
only occurred to him a few varis in that the human may be bored, but to his interest and 
wonder, Tommy seems to easily be able to entertain himself. 


He watches as he explores the different parts of the lounge with amusement, watches as he 
inspects the stools with a considering look that coaxes a snort out of him. The human is 
endlessly curious, he discovers. Distantly, he’s worried about the human hurting themself, but 
he assures himself with the fact that he can probably take care of himself well enough. At one 
point they’d re-equipped the horns they’d arrived in and paraded silently around the room, 
doing several laps. 


Phil squints. Maybe they are bored. 


Phil whistles to get their attention from across the room, and they’re immediately whipping 
their head to him. Phil beckons, and by now he’s caught on to what he means by it. When 
he’s nearly at his side, he raises his holotab for him to see. They lean over the back of the 
couch and watch the holotab with curiosity in their eyes, prompting Phil to chuckle. 


He scrolls through his the feed displayed on his holotab aimlessly, as the human can’t 
understand it anyway. It gets Phil the desired effect he was after; the human watches intently, 
head rotating on its side as he inspects it. Phil grins, scrolling for a few more moments before 
exiting out of Interstellar and idling on his homescreen. He raises the holotab to Tommy, who 
sends him a questioning look. Phil nods to the device, forcing his lips closed in a wry smile. 


Tommy slowly extends a finger, keeping his eyes on Phil the whole time, which he notes is 
something the human does often; keeping an eye on him when doing things. Phil holds the 
holotab closer encouragingly, and this seems to comfort Tommy. The humans fingers meet 
the surface of the holotab and his face scrunches up in an inexplicable expression, though it 
quickly morphs into something akin to fascination. 


They’re almost suspiciously good at traversing the device, having figured out quickly that 
you need to swipe up to switch home screen pages. They gently use a hand to move the 
device to its side, staring it down with scrutiny. They mutter a few words in their language, 
though their befuddled expression is accompanied by an uptick of the corner of their mouth 
soon after. 


Just to think, a day prior they’d been hunting him. 


He imagines if they resume, it’ll be much harder to go through with it. 
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Tommy took a nap. A well deserved one, by the way. There was no way to tell the time in 
this room, and when he’d approached the door that made up the exit, Bird brain had goddamn 
whistled at him. So, he napped. If bird asshole killed him in his sleep, so be it. Distantly, he 
noted he was accepting a /ot of what-ifs early. He didn’t want to be caught off guard when it 
did happen, because he thinks he’d be more embarrassed about it than betrayed. If he 
acknowledges the possibility now, he’Il technically be several steps ahead of the aliens. 
Coping mechanism, he reckoned. 


When he woke, the room was the exact same as when he’d set his head down to sleep. The 
fact that he couldn’t tell how long he’d been asleep was actually beginning to drive him a 
little crazy. It’s bad enough without a clock, but no windows? Damn! It is drab in here. 


The bird alien was sitting slightly crisscrossed on the couch opposite from him, reading from 
the insanely cool holographic phone attached to their wrist. That device made no sense, by 
the way. It was cool, but it was offensive with how much it literally did not make sense. It 
could flicker out of existence, but when it was there it acted as a solid, which was just wrong. 
Somethin’ out of Star Wars. 


His movement caught the others' attention, and they smiled as they met eyes with him. In the 
time they’d spent together in this room, Tommy likes to think they’d grown comfortable with 
each other. Tommy still doesn’t know the purpose of keeping him in this room, or what’s 
going to happen next, but he’s decided to solely live in the moment currently. If he thinks too 
much about it, he’s going to straight up knock himself out with a blunt object. He’s stressed 
regardless, but thinking about it makes it worse. 


He ponders for a moment, staring down the alien. He thinks he’II call them Dennis. For now, 
atleast. Bird brain was sort of mean, even if it was...sorta true... 


And anyway, this freak with wings having the name Dennis is extremely humorous to him, 
and if they ever have to duke it out, it’Il be less scary. He has a strategy, and it has no flaws. 


Smiles, Slime, and Dennis. He snorts quietly to himself, a small part of him hoping he never 
has to learn their actual names. His names are better. No they’re not, he quickly backtracks, 
that is rude. He smacks his forehead with both hands, letting himself fall back onto his back. 
When he uncovers his face, Dennis is staring at him with confusion. Tommy barks out a 
laugh. 


He sighs, lolling his head away from the alien and staring at the ceiling. Hunger pains no 
longer bite at his gut, thankfully. He still craves more food, specifically barbecue chips, but... 
y know...he’ll take what he can get. 


He’s not sure if he can trust his circadian rhythm to tell him whether the day’s passed or not, 
because soon enough his eyes are growing heavy again. Despite being tired, he can’t will 
himself to sleep. It’s infuriating. While the couch is comfortable enough, he longs for a 
blanket, or something. He’s grown used to the temperature of the room, and while it’s not 
cold, he wishes it were warmer. 


Staring at the ceiling, he goes over Spanish words he knows mentally, arranging sentences in 
his head. He lists common English words and then tries to equate them to their Spanish 
counterpart. His knowledge is a little pathetic, but it’s all he has. Trying the same thing 
expecting a different outcome is commonly characterized as insane people behavior, but 
Tommy has the urge to try and see if Slime can speak English the next time they meet. 
Spanish and English are so close, yet so different. 


As he lists his plans in his head, he finds himself drifting. Eyes fluttering shut, he slowly 
melts away into slumber yet again. 


When consciousness slowly drifts back into his mind, the sound of indistinct voices are the 
first thing he hears. The second thing he notices is that the lights in the room seem dimmer. 


He lies there for a few moments, watching the dim warm light cascade over the back of the 
couch to light up the corner of the room he’s in which is absent of light. Before he knows it, 
he’s sitting straight up and quickly growing nauseous from the quick movement. It’s brief, 
thankfully. Now at a different perspective, he can see over the edge of the couch, and habiting 
the room with him are the aliens from before all surrounding a counter, chattering in hushed 
tones. Dennis is among them he sees first; the wings are a big giveaway. 


A figure directly on the other side of the counter that Tommy—after wiping the crust from 
his eyes, realizes is Slime—notices him first. A dopey smile was already present on his face, 
but when he catches Tommys’ eye the smile upgrades to a grin. 


“Tommy!” He almost sounds suspiciously American when he says it, but an accent is still 
noticeable. 


Tommy returns the smile, pulling himself up further by hooking his arms over the back of the 
couch. Slimes’ acknowledgement prompts everyone else to look in his direction, all with 
varying expressions—and, well, Smiles’ lack of expression. 


Dennis raises a hand lightly in what looks like a really unenthusiastic wave, which Tommy 
returns with his own more active wave, but the boar alien and the edgelord with the skullface 
just stare at him. He contemplates flipping them off, but his fantasies are cut short as Smiles 
breaks off from the rest of the group and heads over to him. 


These aliens approaching him no longer feels like a death sentence—well, except for maybe 
the boar and the blue guy—but nevertheless Tommy still tenses when the masked alien 
approaches. He trusts Smiles a...normal amount. A small amount, actually. 


Smiles stops a good few feet away, giving some distance between them which Tommy 
appreciates, “ /Necesitas algo?” 


Tommy purses his lips, frantically carding through his miniscule knowledge of Spanish to try 
and figure out what the other is saying. He thinks he recognizes the first word, as it’s similar 
to the English counterpart. He can fill in the blanks from there, though he’s only cautiously 
sure he’s right. He does need something, but the problem is he doesn’t know how to say 


‘blanket’ in Spanish. He could use water in a bottle...but he doesn’t really feel like asking for 
anything when he can just drink out of the sink. 


He settles for shaking his head, to which Smiles gives a minute nod of acknowledgment 
before turning back to the others. 


Tommy catches Slimes’ eye again, and the gooey alien is giving him a funny look. Tommy 
mirrors it, frowning. That seems to break Slime out of his trance, and he is immediately 
making a bee line for him—Oh, oh okay. Fuck, just enter his space, that’s fine. Tommy could 
definitely take him in a fight, even if he’d feel bad about it. 


Slime, unlike Smiles, has no regard for keeping his distance and crosses the threshold without 
a second thought. Tommy's not afraid of him, but hell, a little decorum would be nice. 


“Palabras, palabras, estoy diciendo palabras,” Slime says it with a purpose in his voice, 
staring at him intently. 


Tommy opens his mouth before closing it, silently gaping as he tries to commit what Slime 
had said to memory so he can pick apart the sentence and decipher the words, “Pala..? Fuck, 
um,” He draws out the first word, voice pitching higher, but he doesn't get the chance to 
finish his thought. 


“Fuck!” Slime repeats enthusiastically, effectively scaring the shit out of Tommy, “You speak 
English!” He grins, as if he's made some revolutionary discovery. Tommy gapes wider. 


“What the f—You speak English?” Tommy throws back. 


“Yep!” Slime confirms cheerily as if they hadn't been speaking in broken Spanish uselessly 
for the past two days. 


Tommy pauses for a moment, stunned. 


“Are you Americ— What the fuck? I literally asked you if you spoke English yesterday, ” He 
sputters incredulously, though relief is rushing through his body. At this point, the others are 
looking over to them with varying degrees of confusion in their body language and faces. 


“T know a /ot of languages, And you speak funny!” Is his explanation. 


“Okay, fuck you,” Tommy raises an eyebrow, squinting at Slime. Slimes’ dopey smile turns 
into a frown at this, expression turning into one of puzzlement. Tommy is immediately 
backtracking. 


“T don't mean tt, it's like, a good thing— no, no it's not.” He corrects mid sentence, wincing. 
He presses his lips into a tight thin line. “It's a joke.” He settles on awkwardly. 


“Oh!” Slime brightens immediately, “I know jokes.” 


Tommy is stuck between a smile and a grimace, “That's great.” 


Smiles has sidled up to Slimes side by now, chattering to him in a language Tommy can't 
understand. Slime returns it in the same language, and shock is evident throughout the room. 
Tommy can't bring himself to focus on anyone else, sliding off the couch and wobbling to a 
stand. 


“How do you— Do you know every language on Earth?” 


“You call it Earth too?” 


“What?” 


“Maybe!” 


“Wh— stop ans— stop answering questions out of chronological order.” Tommy points an 
accusing finger at Slime. 


“T don't know what that means!” Slime responds, upbeat. 


“O— Yeah okay.” Tommy slumps, amused despite himself. 


Slime turns back to speak to the others, who are definitely a little out of the loop if the looks 
on their faces are anything to tell by. Tommy blearily peers past Slime to get a good look at 
the other aliens, and he finds that skull-face is staring straight at him, something inexplicable 
glinting in their eyes. Tommy grimaces, shuffling back a step. 


God. What is happening. He's really fucking relieved—like, extremely relieved that Slime 
happens to know English, but despite having just woken up, he feels exhausted all over again. 
Though, in the same breath, he feels invigorated. He can finally communicate, properly, holy 
shit. 


He can't believe Slime made him embarrass himself for that long with his pathetic Spanish. 
Asshole. 


At least things aren't looking down. He's not sure if they're looking up, but he's not 
complaining now. He's not going to rob tomorrow for today by growing cocky too soon. It'll 
be fine. 
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“T can t believe you speak English.” Tommy reiterates for the one thousandth time, curling 
his arms around his knees from where the both of them are seated on the couch. 


The others have situated themselves to the opposite of them, no longer bothering to quieten 
their voices for the sake of Tommy now that he’s awake. They occasionally catch the 
attention of Slime to speak to him, but most of the time they’re speaking amongst 
themselves. He’ll admit, he’s curious to what they’re talking about, but right now he’s 
completely enthralled in his own conversation. Conversation! He’s speaking to someone, 


finally. 


“T can!” Slime responds earnestly. 


“That’s great for you but I can’t believe you made me speak Spanish for two days. I don’t 
even know Spanish.” Tommy laments. 


“What’s Spanish?” 


Tommy raises an eyebrow, “The language you were speaking to me before, man, wha— why 
do you know what English is called but not Spanish?” 


Slime shrugs. “People who spoke English announced the language's name a lot,” Slime grins, 


““Speak English’, ‘this is America, speak English’,” He says as if he’s repeating words he’d 
heard before. “I don’t know what that means.” He says, upbeat. 


Tommy winces, making a pained ‘ooo’ under his breath, “Ah.” 


“What is America?” Slime asks solemnly, and the seriousness of the question startles a bark 
of laughter from Tommy. 


“Uh—” Tommy’s cut off by another fit of giggles, “It’s— bad country. Bad, the worst.” He 
answers, matching Slimes sincerity. Slime looks as if he’s actually trying to commit Tommys’ 
words to memory, like he’s planning to avoid the country if he ever visits Earth—though, 
evidently, it looks like he already has. He’s not jumping into that rabbit hole. 


Tommy’s laugh mixes with his words, “Do you— is your name actually Slime?” 


Slime squints his beady eyes, “I don’t know what that means.” 


Tommy halts in his questionnaire, words catching in his throat. Hm. In the short amount of 
time they’d been speaking, Tommy had figured out Slime had many bones (He did not.), he 
knew what ‘dap me up’ meant, and that he didn’t know a lot of English words. He spoke like 
he knew the language fluently, but there were terms that had him tilting his head in visible 
confusion. 


“Slime, like,” He gestures to Slimes’ general self. “When I asked your name you pointed at 
yourself...” Slime stares at him. “You look like you’re made of slime.” Tommy tacks on at 
the blank expression. 


Slime is impassive for a moment before his expression brightens, having come to a 
revelation, “I am Slime.” Tommy opens his mouth to interject but Slime is continuing, “I am 
a slime.” 


Tommy stares. Blinking absently, he itches the back of his head as he processes the 
information. “You are a slime?” 


“T just said that.” 


“No—but, uh, isn’t that your name?” Tommy raises an eyebrow. 


“Yep!” Slime confirms. 


Tommy stares more. He stares at the way Slimes’ clothing is damp, though he doesn’t seem 
to mind. He stares at the way he can see through the aliens’ gelatinous flesh, though it’s 
murky. He stares at the toxic green of the goo that makes up Slimes’ figure, wobbling when 
he moves. Tommy scrunches up his nose, a smirk forcing its way onto his face. 


“No way.” An incredulous, breathy laugh is laced in his words. 
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Wilbur watches as the human and Slime speak animatedly, not even bothering to try and hide 
his blatant staring. What can he say? He’s curious. The human is visibly much more 
comfortable speaking in the language they’re speaking in now, switching easily between 
measured words and quick paced chattering. They speak with their hands a lot, Wilbur notes. 


When Slime had first figured out the language the human spoke fluently, they’d all been 
confused. It’d already been shocking to hear Slime, for whatever reason, knew a human 
language, but the fact he knew multiple? Wilbur squinted at the slime, who, bless him, was 
oblivious to his scrutinizing stares. Not to mention, the fact that humans had entire languages 
was fascinating. It was to be expected, of course, but there was just something about the fact 
that species they viewed as animals only a day prior had culture and language. 


The fact that the human had a language they knew fluently plus another meant they were 
bilingual too, which was impressive. Wilbur knew two languages, but it was almost entirely 
unneeded in this day and age where translators were in mass stock, accessible to everyone. 
Wilbur could switch back and forth between the two languages he knew every five seconds 
and it wouldn’t make a difference with the translator on. 


He had no idea why it took so long for Slime to realize, but it made things heaps easier, so he 
wasn’t going to question him. 


“Did you know about this?” Wilbur jabs a thumb at the pair, turning his head to Quackity 
who is standing with crossed arms behind the couch they’re sitting on. 


Quackity reels back at being addressed, “Does it ook like I did?” Quackity dips his head in 
his direction. 


“Well I don t know, Dealer,” Wilbur splays his arms to the side of him, untwisting his torso to 
face forward, “You wear a mask.” 


Quackity scoffs, reaching under his mask to drag a hand down his face. He can hear an 
exasperated ‘prime’ groaned under the changelings’ breath. Wilbur only rolls his eyes. 


When Wilbur meets Phils’ eyes, the elytrian is giving him an unimpressed look. Technos’ 
shoulders are minutely shaking from the other side of Phil, and he looks like he’s holding 
back his amusement for their fathers’ sake. The piglin is pointedly keeping his gaze on a 
piece of jewelry he’s sifting through hooved hands. 


Phil only sighs, turning back to face where the human and Slime are conversing. The human 
is laughing—he assumes —at something Slime said, burying their head into their arm that’s 
resting on the back of the couch. Their shoulders are shaking similarly to Technos just earlier, 
though much more loose and less contained. 


“Oi,” He calls towards Slime, catching his attention, “Is that the humans’ laugh?” 


Slime scrunches up his face in thought before turning back to the human to presumably ask. 
More laughter is drawn from them at Slimes’ words, and they lean back out of their arm, 
looking as if they’re desperately trying to sober up to answer. They answer Slime, chuckles 
still spilling from their mouth as they speak. 


“He says yes.” Slime turns to them, mouth dropped into a dopey smile. 


“Huh.” The comer of Wilburs’ mouth ticks upward. “Why’s he laughing?” 


“T don’t know!” Slime says jovially. He turns back to the human, chattering in the language 
only they can understand. All of them watch with silent curiosity as the two speak, Wilbur 
perking up when Slime turns back to them. “He wants to ask a question.” 


Wilburs mouth curls into an intrigued smirk, “Oh?” Everyone else seems to listen more 
intently at this as well. 


“H—” Slime tips his head back briefly in the humans direction before speaking, “He says,” 
Slime mimics the act of clearing his throat, “ “Did you seriously name him after his own 
species?’” Slime parrots, saying it as if he’s reading off something. He gives pause before 
leaning forward minutely, voice an enthusiastic whisper, “He’s talking about me.” 


Quackity makes an inexplicable noise in the back of his throat, sounding like a mix between 
a choke and a laugh but cut off just short. Phil snorts from beside him, and Wilbur raises an 
eyebrow, features lifting with mirth. 


“How’d he figure that out?” Wilbur says to no one, chuckling. 


“J—” Quackity inches a hand up to rub at where his temples would be, daring to look a little 
sheepish. “Uh,” His voice lilted higher, “It uh, just stuck.” 


Slime nods, turning back to the human—who looks a little confused yet wry with the rooms’ 
reaction—to presumably relay the information. As he speaks, the humans’ face transforms 
from bemused to something pinched with disgusted hilarity. They bark out another loud 
sound that sounds suspiciously like a laugh, but violent. They chatter at Slime, who this 
entire time has been smiling with a genuinity that seemed way too constant to feel natural. 


Their glorified translator turns back their way, “My new name is Charlie.” He announces, 
sounding delighted—though, he never sounds anything different. Wilbur thinks anything 
could be said in place of the sentence prior and it’d be said all the same, enthusiasm and all. 


“Tt’s what?” Quackity sounds baffled. 


“Hey, that sounds like an elytrian name.” Phil muses casually, accepting the development 
with an ease that’s almost comedic. 


“Nice t’meet you Charlie.” Techno drawls from where he’d been watching with barely 
concealed amusement the whole time. 


Quackity throws up his arms at his side, swiveling around as if trying to find a hidden crowd. 
“Okay? Are we just— okay.” Quackity gives up fast, uttering something quietly that Wilbur 
can discern as something along the lines of ‘right hand just got renamed by a stranger. ’. 


Wilbur leans back to throw an arm over the backside of the couch, gaze falling on the human. 
He catches their eye, and he dares to retain eye contact for a few fleeting seconds before 
averting his eyes. 


Phil speaks up this time, the levity dispersing from his face to make way for sincerity, 
“Actually,” He begins, “This is a good time to get questions answered.” He exchanges looks 
with the rest of them, as if assessing, “Is that alright with, uh, Tommy?” 


Slime shrugs animatedly, swiveling his torso to the human to speak. They go back and forth 
for a few seconds before the human is adjusting their sweatshirt further around their figure 
and turning to the other party, them. “He says yes.” 


Quackity is striding over towards the counter on the other side of the room to grab a stool, 
wordlessly hauling it back to where the rest of them are seated. Wilbur raises his brows at the 
changeling, who promptly ignores him to situate the stool beside the couch they’re on, 
presumably so he doesn’t have to loom ominously behind them the whole time. Wilbur rolls 
his eyes, lips quirked up into a barely there smirk. 


“Alright then?” Phil clasps his clawed hands together. The human lifts their legs from the 
ground to fold them together, crossed. “Alright.” 


“Me first,” Wilbur trills, speaking before anyone else can get the chance. He can feel 
Technos’ unimpressed look boring into his exoskeleton, and to that he sends a telepathic ‘fuck 
you’ to the piglin that he hopes the universe gets across to him. “Does he know what 
sustenance he can and can’t eat? And— and back— back when he drank the water, do 
humans drink water? Did he know it was water?” 


Techno hums, eyebrows raises on hooded lids, “I didn’t expect your question t’ be decent.” 


Wilbur side-eyes his brother, squinting at him. 


He was endlessly curious about the human, how they processed things, about what made their 
mind tick. With all their growing similarities he could observe, he assumed they’d be alike, 
but he was itching to know just how alike they were. He wished he could hear it for himself, 
but having it translated was as close as they’d get at the moment. 


Slime— Charlie now, apparently, doesn’t even take a moment to process his words before 
he’s whipping around to face the human, speaking in the language they both share. He notes 


it sounds phonetically similar to Northern piglin dialect. The human makes a face, and 
they’re making a few unsure and drawn out noises. 


“He says—” Slime cuts himself off, blankly staring ahead of himself as if he’s just died on 
the spot, “Hold on, he is saying words and I don’t know what they mean.” Slime holds up a 
finger. 


Wilbur taps a clawed finger on his thigh, leaning back further into the couch. 
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“He says he knows, ‘sorta’.”’ Slime holds up a hand flat in the air to be level with his chest, 
rocking it side to side in a universal so-so gesture. “He says he’Il probably be fine if he eats 
anything he’s not supposed to, like poison, annnd,” Slime leans back in the humans’ 
direction, “And he’II just regurgitate it.” 


Wilbur stares. “Are you translating this right?” 


“What does regurgitate mean?” Slime asks earnestly and Wilbur lets out a disbelieving laugh. 


Quackity interrupts before Wilbur can say anything else, “It’s like throwing up.” 


Wilbur mumbles, crossing his arms, “Is’ a lil’ different.” 


Quackity stares at him silently, and Wilbur chooses to ignore how well the mask translates 
the disdain the changeling has for him. 


“No, yeah, I’m translating this right.” Slime speaks rather confidently for someone who 
wasn’t sure of the definition of ‘regurgitate’. 


“So you’re saying he’s fine with stomach acid burning his throat? II—How much does he 
know of his own biology?” Wilbur leans forward, sarcasm being thrown to the wind to make 


room for his own curiosity. He’s excited, he can’t help it. Even with how stale most things 
become, biology has never failed to fascinate him endlessly. It’s a passion he’s grateful for. 


Slime turns to the human, and when he turns back the human is staring at them in what looks 
suspiciously like a scowl, “He says you need to stop asking questions before he’s answered 
all your previous ones.” 


“Okay! Geez,” Wilbur holds up his hands. Techno snorts from somewhere beside him, and 
Phil is joining him. 


“Hey, you two are similar with your attitude,” Phil chuckles, nudging his side with an elbow. 
Wilbur swats him away, unknowingly matching the humans’ scowl. 


Slime is interjecting soon after, “He says the water here tastes ‘funny’, and he guessed that 
the water was water.” Wilbur makes a face, “He also says, ‘I went to school, swearword.’” 


Wilbur blanks, not knowing what to focus on first. Quackity beats him to it, “He actually 
guessed?” 


‘“What— What does the last one have to do with anything?” Wilbur butts in, leaning his 
elbows on his knees as he’s gesturing with his hands. 


“He answered your question!” 


“Which one, man.” 


“The one about biology!” 


Wilbur blinked, hands lowering as he processed. Honestly, it made Wilbur almost giddy. In 
most education districts, learning your own species biology wasn’t a requirement, and unless 
you were studying to become a doctor or simply interested in biology, it was entirely 


unneeded and most people tossed it to the side in favor of other electives. People knew their 
basic biology of course, it was their own body, they had to know some things, but most didn’t 
have the extensive knowledge he did about the anatomy of their innards. 


If Slime is interpreting the humans’ words right, they make it sound like biology is a 
commonplace in human schools and education. Prime, the prospect of human culture makes 
him endlessly curious. He makes a mental note to grill the human on it later. 


“So, the food was fine?” Phil is interjecting before Wilbur can speak, sounding cautiously 
optimistic. 


Slime turns to the human and the human is nodding seconds later, and Slimes’ words confirm 
the gesture, “He says he doesn’t feel sick yet, so it’s probably fine.” 


“Why does he keep sayin’ probably?” Techno chuckles lowly, an arm thrown over the back 
of the couch. 


“T do not know!” Slime shrugs. 


Wilbur butts in again, leaning forward, “Does he know what’s happening?” 


“How in the damn hell would he know what’s happening?” Quackity snarks, head shaking 
minutely in exasperation. 


Wilbur sends him a look, fins flaring before he pointedly puts the changeling out of his mind. 
“Well?” He insists, facing back towards Slime who’s already regurgitating the question back 
to the human. 


The human scrunches up their face, making a vague shrugging motion as their eyes dart 
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between Slime and them. “He says ‘not really’. 


Wilbur makes a noise of acknowledgment, slowly easing himself back into the couch. “It’s 
going to be hard to explain with a translation barrier, we—we don’t even know if Slime is 
translating one hundred percent accurately,” He gestures an accusing hand at the 
aforementioned. 


“I’m Charlie!” Slime says to no one. 


“You're suggesting we go for the translator option already?” Quackity crosses his arms once 
more, sliding off from the stool to a stand. 


“T mean, we might as well get it over with,” Wilbur insists. 


“We don’t know what’ll happen if we do though.” Phil hums, “The council could've at least 
been telling the truth when they said it didn’t work on the humans before.” 


“Yeah, but the translator isn’t what killed them, was it?” Wilbur says bluntly. Phil is quiet at 
his words, waiting. “Worst possible outcome, it doesn’t work. Worst outcome, it kills him. 
Notice the difference between those two statements?” Wilbur keeps his gaze steady on his 
father. 


“Alright, alright, I get it,” Phil raises his hands, “Attitude,” He grumbles. 


Wilbur is rolling right over Phils’ complaints, “Translators don’t kill things. Not even the 
mindless animals they didn’t work on in the past. That’s not mentioning they’re much safer to 
insert now,” 


“And the human will be okay with strangers inserting a foreign object into the side of his 
head?” Quackity challenges. 


Wilbur is opening his mouth to speak but his brother is beating him to it; 


“Did the council ask the humans before stickin’ a translator in their brain, Quackity?” Techno 
drawls, raising his eyebrows pointedly. “D’you think, logically, the humans would’ ve known 
what they were doing?” 


Quackity whips his head to him, “What the hell, Techno?” 


“[’m sayin’,” Techno moves out of his lax position, looking annoyed, ““We’re already a step 
ahead of the council, considerin’ we can ask. It'll scare the human less, less than if we were 
to just jam it in its head, so,” He shrugs. 


“Well,” Wilbur starts quietly, stifling a smirk, “Y’know, he has a point.” 


Quackity untenses, masked face giving no hint as to what he’s feeling. Silence is the loudest 
thing between the four of them for a few seconds, the low chatter of Slime and the human 
serving as ambience. 


“Where are we going to get a translator for the human?” Wilbur prompts. Translators aren’t 
in low stock in the slightest, but you can’t just get them at your local market. Sometimes 
they’Il pop up in random vendors in the Trade Center, but you can’t guarantee they’ II be in 
proper working order when they come from a secondary source. The Council usually issues 
them to the world leaders on each planet to distribute them to those in need, but Asphia is an 
outlier with no world leaders. 


There’s towns on Asphia scattered across the continents, but Asphia is most famously a rogue 
planet run by the citizens. Eret himself overlooks Asphia, just to make sure general order is 
being kept, but he doesn’t interfere otherwise. 


There isn’t a steady order of translators that are shipped to Asphia, because no one is there to 
stay, and the ones that are don't bother with translators. Unless Quackity has spare translators 
under his sleeve, they’Il have to get off Asphia to get a translator. With the added factor of 
universal mayhem due to the human, it’Il be a little more difficult than it’d usually be. 


There are more factors to consider, but the main one is that they need to do all of this without 
alluding to the fact that they’re harboring the human. 


“Translators haven’t been shipped to Asphia in, what, an orbit?” Quackity palms where his 
forehead would be, pacing minutely. 


Wilbur looks around at their faces, and it seems like all of them have come to a general 
consensus. ““We’re going to have to leave Asphia.” 


“Not just leave,” Phil hums, “We’re going to need to go planetside or to a station. Can’t get a 
translator in dead space.” He crosses his arms. 


Wilbur groans, starting to feel a headache grow, “We’re going to have to tell Tubbo and 
Ranboo something. ”’ 


“One step at a time,” Phil reminds. Wilbur will not be the one to admit Phils’ mindset is 
calming. “We list down every factor and we can arrange a plan then.” 


“Right,” Wilbur exhales. “We— We uh,” He mimics the motion of snapping his fingers, 
though there isn’t enough friction on his skin for him to actually do so, “We have to misdirect 
the council and everyone else, get off planet to get a translator, actively pretend we’re looking 
for the human at the same time, what else—? Oh yeah, Ranboo and Tubbo,” Wilbur lists. 


“You could tell the two of them they’re off the mission with the new development.” Quackity 
suggests. 


Phil makes a face at this. 


“That’s an idea,” Wilbur muses, “They wouldn’t need to question where we were going if 
they didn’t come with us.” 


“We can decide fully when the time comes. There’ll also be the factor of their reactions to the 
news, how were they when you four rendezvou’d?” Phil inquires. 


“We were purposefully vague, but pretty much the only thing they asked us was questions. 
Didn’t allude much to how they felt about it, also considering they don’t know the human’s 
intelligent.” Wilbur recants. 


“It was just Tubbo askin’,” Techno interjects, his voice briefly dipping into amusement, 
“Ranboo was callin’ his parents.” 


“Raneri and Bea?” Phil pipes up, “Oh they might ask for Ranboo to come back, knowing 
them.” He predicts out loud. 


“Maybe, maybe not.” Techno shrugs. 


Wilbur looks between them, eyelids lowering on his eyes, “Our top priority is misdirecting 
the Council, we need to figure that out first.”” Wilbur interrupts. They have limited time to 
figure something out, one more day at best. 


“Yeah, that’s an idea, not a plan.” Quackity readjusts his crossed arms. 


“We’re getting to that, prime,” 


Techno heaves himself upward, crossing his arms as he turns to face the rest of them who are 
still sitting. ““We have two options the way I see it,” He begins, “Potential evidence, or 
straight up fabricated evidence.” 


“Elaborate?” Wilbur moves his hand from his jaw to wave it vaguely. 


“We need evidence to send the Council after it.” 


“Yeah I got that,” 


“And it needs to border on tangible.” Techno continues, “The council is gonna go after any 
scrap of a lead they can find, and consequently they’re gonna send us after it too.” 


Wilbur gives a considering nod, urging him to continue. 


“The favorable option is giving the Council evidence that’s irrefutable, while also allowing us 
to get off planet. We don’t have any believable reason to go screw off in the middle of a high 
tier mission, our only motive would realistically be chasin’ the human, who if somehow gets 
off planet becomes nearly untrackable, and that gives us free reign to go where we need, 
since the humans’ location is no longer definite.” He explains, and Wilbur fights something 
not quite a smile at the solidness of he plan. He almost forgets how competent his brother is 
at strategy sometimes, even when it doesn’t have to do with war. 


“So, to do that, we need to somehow throw fake evidence out there.” Phil hums, leaning back 
into the couch with his arms crossed. 


“Yes, that is what I said.” 


Phil laughs, though it borders on a playful scoff. “Right, well how do we fabricate irrefutable 
evidence?” 


“Well,” Wilbur decides to add his own piece, “Tampered footage of any kind can be snuffed 
out with enough work if a specialist is hired, but what reason would anyone have to construct 
a false narrative of the human escaping off planet? They wouldn’t think to check, but if they 
happened to, the evidence would already be out there.” 


“Well, we’re aiming to make it so they don t find out.” Techno squints, ““Not for a while, 
atleast.” 


“T’m just saying, if they do,” Wilbur says with a puckered brow. 


“Yeah yeah,” 


“T have an idea,” Phil suddenly says, catching all of their attention, “And just hear me out on 
this,” Wilbur stares at him. “No, really.” 


Wilbur and Techno instinctively exchange a look. 


“Tubbo has the skillset needed in this particular situation,” He starts, and Wilbur can already 
feel a frown blooming on his face. “And he’s the only trustworthy option we have unless we 
want to go out hunting for a stranger who can professionally alter camera footage, and that’s 
not an option if we want to keep this quiet.” 


They’re all quiet for a few seconds until Techno is speaking up, sighing, “It might be our only 
option.” 


“And that means we’ll have to tell Tubbo everything.” Wilbur exhales, slumping. 


“No debate on that anymore,” Phil chuckles. 


“We can’t just expect Tubbo’ll be on board with this though.” Wilbur argues. 


“Well, do you have any different ideas?” Phil shoots back, infuriatingly earnest. 


Wilbur is silent for several seconds as he uselessly tries to think of an alternative option, but 
he ends up with nothing, only frustration. Techno shrugs from where he stands in front of 
them, looking as impassive as ever. 


“We could just trap Tubbo in a cage if he wants to rat us out.” 


“We are not keeping Tubbo hostage, Techno.” Phil quickly shuts that idea down, sounding 
mildly exasperated. 


“Just an option,” Techno throws up his hands in surrender. 


Phil grumbled a response, rolling his eyes. Quackity stood from the stool he’d been leaning 
on, joining Techno in standing. 


“Right, so you three’ll talk through whatever plan for a distraction you need with Tubbo?” 
Quackity waves an arm vaguely, elbow perched on the top of his other hand. 


“That’s the plan.” 


“Welp,” Quackity clasps his hands, “I’m assuming that’s as good as that’s gonna get.” He 
looks between the three of them, “J can handle the translator issue. I’1l speak with one of my 
contacts and get an order in for you, but you’ll still have to go off planet to pick it up.” 


“Thanks, Quackity.” Phil sends the changeling a half baked smile. 


“Yeah, yeah.” 


“And the other components of the plan? Will we be fleshing them out once Tubbo 
hypothetically decides to help us?” Wilbur crosses his arms. 


“To get off planet in the first place we’re going to need Tubbos’ help, so yes.” Phil confirms, 
standing up as well which leaves Wilbur the last one seated. Wilbur is quick to follow, 
brushing down his clothing. Phil seems to notice his visible qualms with the situation and he 
sends him an understanding smile that orbits ago, Wilbur might’ve misconstrued as 
condescending. Even if he knows better now, it doesn’t really help. 


“C’mon, Tubbo’s a friend.” 


It’s not that he doesn’t trust Tubbo—well, okay, he concedes, he doesn’t trust Tubbo. But it’s 
not a Tubbo problem, it's just a problem in general. He couldn’t trust that anyone would agree 
to help them with this. Friend or not. Tubbo is unpredictable at times, and Wilbur can’t 
guarantee in his head that Tubbo won’t decide ‘bullshit’ and refuse to help them. He was 
weird like that. 


“Yeah.” Is what he settles on, if not a little awkwardly. 


Quackity looks between them, reaching a clawed hand to the nape of his neck to awkwardly 
scratch it, “Okay, well, seeya.” He says, clearing his throat. “Make sure the human doesn’t 
kill itself or anything.” And with that, he’s cleared the distance between them and the door 
and has disappeared behind it. 


They watch as Quackity excuses himself out of the room, a tentative silent having befallen 
the three of them. Slime and the humans’ idle conversation is no longer a droning 
background ambience, and is now at the forefront of their minds. Wilbur makes eye contact 
with Techno, and then Phil. 


“Well,” Phil begins slowly, “One of us will have t—” 


“Not it.” Wilbur immediately cuts in. 


Phil makes a face, “You literally don’t even know what I was about to ask.” 


“T literally do,” Wilbur squints at him, “One of us has to babysit, and it’s not gonna be me, so; 
not it.” Wilbur throws up his hands, taking a step back. Phil stares at him, shoulders now 
slumped and entirely unimpressed. 


“Thought you were human-crazy?” Techno raises a brow at him, something suspiciously 
close to teasing in his voice, though also equal parts puzzled. 


“T can do all the poking and prodding I want later—” 


“No you cannot—?”’ 


“—_But right now all it’Il be is tedious. When the human gets a translator I’1l consider it. I 
don’t wanna be constantly communicating through a second party.” He scoffs. 


“Yeah, leave it to you to only take responsibility when it’s for your own gain,” Techno rolls 
his eyes, flipping his braid over his shoulder like a pompous prick. 


“You literally do not care, you just want to criticize me.” Wilbur glares at him disbelievingly. 


“Yep.” 


“Alright, quit it,” Phil crosses his arms, folding his wings firmly against his back, “Children, 
the lot of you,” He exhales, pressing a clawed finger pointedly against his temple. 
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“If no one’s gonna interject, I’m gonna say ‘not it’. 


“Actually,” Phil starts, and Techno groans, “Could you keep watch of Tommy and uh, 
Charlie?” He sends a minute smile in the slimes’ direction as he says it. “Me and Wilbur are 
probably best suited to speak to Tubbo about this.” 


“We’re going now?” 


“And I’m your captain, it’s not good for my image to be stuck babysitting.” Phil chuckles, 
shrugging laxly as if he hasn’t just condemned Techno to several varis of discomfort and 
awkward silences. 


“You're so lucky I’m life indebted to you, bro.” Techno complains half heartedly. 


“Ts that really the only way I can get you to watch two people for me?” Phil crosses his arms. 


“This is literally the worst possible situation for me to be in, Phil.” 


Phil chuckles more, batting the tallers arm playfully. “Alright then,” He’s turning to Wilbur 
again, “I’ll send Tubbo a message and we’ll meet back at the ship.” He briefly turns to face 
Techno, “Techno, thanks, really. Text us if you need anything, alright?” 


Techno grunts his acknowledgment, having already settled himself back on the couch. Wilbur 
brings out his holotab, checking the time. There’s some sort of thrill that comes with diving 
back out into the chaos that is the universe right now. Asphia especially, probably the planet 
in the worst state right now. 


“Okay Wil, let’s go.” Phil nudges his arm, heading for the door. Wilbur follows, but not 
before sending a glance back towards the humans direction. They’re staring right back at him 
from over the couch, their expression inexplicable. They watch him leave, and Wilbur turns 
away. 
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Tubbo is frankly, overwhelmed. 


The minute that the news of the human had gone public, he felt an overbearing pressure fall 
over him and it hasn’t lifted since. He’s been playing it off, nonchalant, but that’s because 
he’s never really been the type to freak out visibly; out loud. 


Ranboo has been lamenting over the situation for the past cycle, head buried in his hands one 
moment and complaining the next. Ranboo’s always been more outwardly spoken with him. 
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“Why would they do that? They didn’t even get a lesser sentence!” Ranboo gestures wildly 
from where he’s face up on their bed, an expression of pure confusion and dismay on his 
face. Tubbo shares his frustration. The poacher who was responsible for the leak hadn’t even 
achieved their goal of getting out of Pandora. In fact, they most likely made it worse for 
themselves. Details weren’t there for the public eye, but it was easy to assume. 


“Pretty sure they just wanted to get the Council where it hurts before being put away, man.” 
Tubbo hums, clicking through the hundreds of thousands of articles that were popping up 
every second. Internet forums were his favorite place to look when big news struck the 
galaxy. It didn’t happen often, as the universe was so big that breaking news on one planet 
would be a fleeting whisper on another. 


Ranboo groans, turning over to bury his face into the sheets of their shared bed. Tubbo thinks 
he can hear Ranboo off-handedly mumbling into the covers about how he’s stressed. Tubbo 
shares the sentiment, really. The two of them are practically in the middle of this, being a 
direct second party to the SBI. Wilbur and Techno had met back up with them briefly a few 
varis, but they’d explained jack shit. Wilbur had only said they knew about it—which, of 
course they did, Tubbo literally did not need to be told—and they were dealing with it, and 
then they fucked off. 


Tubbo squints at his monitor, “Oh my god, Ranboo, there’s a thread of people suggesting 
they dissect the Polar hounds in the region to see if the humans’ remains are in their digestive 
tract.” He grimaces, and though his first instinctual reaction is disgust, a quieter part of him 
can admit that if he didn’t already know the human had breached the Trade Center he 
might’ve considered searching the predatory wildlife in the area. Not dissection though, they 
literally had the technology to see what they’d ingested without cutting them open. 


Ranboo sits up, looking downright offended, “What? What the hell,” Ranboo laughs, but it’s 
one of those awkward, nervous ones. 


“No yeah, it’s from Anonymous, that hell site.” Tubbo rolls his eyes. Anonymous was packed 
to the brim with the galaxy's most unconventional minds, and not in the cool fun way. People 
who used the site were primarily people who would be shunned for their moral values 
otherwise, and so, what better a place to spread their dumb ideas than a site where the whole 
gimmick is that you’re anonymous? If anyone even remotely suggested unethical dissection 
anywhere else they’d be dragged through the mud tenfold. 


“Oh, that one.” Ranboo didn’t know much about social media sites, as he was never exposed 
to them when he was younger, and frankly, the Enderian was way too anxious to survive the 
concept. He’d probably end up locking himself in a room after consuming that much 
information at once. 


“My moms keep texting me. They want me to come home for a little bit.”” Ranboo mentions 
off handedly, holding their communicator up to their face. 


Tubbo swivels around in his seat, facing Ranboo, “Well, are you gonna?” 


“They’re really insistent.” 


Tubbo laughs, and Ranboo continues, “I think they might actually explode if I don’t.” He 
sighs, “But it’s gonna be a short visit. I don’t wanna just up and leave you guys,” He trails 
off. 


“Dont sweat it Boo,” Tubbo waves an hand. 


“T can’t sweat.” 


“Fuck you, but anyway, really; it’s okay.” Tubbo sends him a smile. “It’s wild for everyone 
right now, and your parents are probably just worried because a lot of people are getting 
ballsier because of it.” 


“Yeah, I uh, I don’t think they’re mainly worried about a human specifically targeting me to 
maul my face off.” Ranboo chuckles. 


“You have a maul-able face.” 


“You're just saying words to me right now.” Ranboo stares at him blankly, and Tubbo stifles 
a chuckle. 


Tubbo taps a clawed finger on their shared desk—though it’s mainly only Tubbo who uses it 
—and turns his gaze to the ceiling for a brief moment. “How is it on Everia? Have you 
checked?” 


“Mom told me they’re really busy right now, like, handling stuff like false news and fear 
mongering. They’re organizing media control and doing public speeches, y’ know, World 
leader things.” 


“Queen shit.” Tubbo reiterates, grinning. 


Ranboo rolls his eyes, settling back down on the bed. “Do we know anything else?” 


“No, Wilbur just fucked off earlier, an...” Tubbo checks his communicator, “Oh shit! Phil’s 
coming back with Wilbur in a bit, he texted me a few twors ago.” 


“You think they’re gonna explain this time?” Ranboo quirks a brow. 


“Phil’s coming this time, I have hope.” Tubbo sends a quick response to Phil, pocketing the 
communicator shortly afterwards. 


They wait for approximately thirty twors before the sound of the entrance to the ships’ 
hangar opening is piercing the air. They’d decided to root themselves in the bay to wait for 
them, just so they could catch them immediately. 


Wilburs’ annoying face pops out of the floor first, due to him being an entire foot and more 
taller than the older of the pair. Phil comes in second, grinning at the two of them. Well, he 
seems rather well put together considering the situation. He supposes it makes sense, 
considering the news has been out for an entire day and more, and Phil is trained for these 
types of stress situations. 


Phil pauses awkwardly in front of them, hands clasped together. His grin looks more like a 
grimace at this point, sharp teeth grinding together as the gears visibly turn in his head. “We 
uh, have something to tell you two.” 


Wilbur whips his head to the shorter, expression hard to differentiate, but he looks vaguely 
scandalized if the squinted eyes are to tell for anything. He nudges Phils side, hissing 
something that suspiciously sounds like ‘two?’. Phil only waves him off without a blink of an 
eye, and Tubbo feels amusement and discomfort mesh together awkwardly in him. 


“Alright then? Spill it,” Tubbo nods his head, gaze darting between both the phantom and the 
elytrian. 


Phil and Wilbur subtly exchange a look, and Tubbo squints. “Let’s go to the common room.” 
Phil suddenly suggests. The bastard is stalling. Though, Tubbo guesses he appreciates Phil 
giving them the option of a couch instead of the cold metal floor if they were to faint from 
the news. 


The walk to the common room isn’t silent, but the anticipation in the air is practically 
tangible. Tubbo and Phil are exchanging words, catching each other up on what they’ve been 
doing for the past day, but Phil is being incredibly vague. Once they’ ve arrived, Phil ushers 
them to sit, and while Ranboo takes his offer, Tubbo prefers to stand. Wilbur and Phil too, 
apparently. Ranboo sends him a look, and Tubbos’ only response is to lean his elbow on his 
friends’ head. 


“Okay, so,” Phil breathes, but Tubbo is cutting him off; 


“Don’t start with ‘don t freak out’, because I swear to prime,” 


“Okay! Okay,” Phil chuckles, though they die down quickly as a more serious expression 
replaces his current one. “I'll just say it, no amount of padding is going to be enough build up 
for this.” He sighs, “The human is sentient.” 


Tubbo stares, processing. He can only assume Ranboo is doing the same, but right now 
Ranboo is the last thing on his mind. The four of them engage in a tense staring contest, 
Tubbo searching the elytrians face for any signs of bullshittery. When he can’t find any, he 
finds himself growing irrationally annoyed. 


“T swear, if you are joking...” He begins, voice steady yet unsure. 


“It’s not a joke.” Phil is instantly assuring, expression firm, though the faintest hint of a smile 
bleeds onto his face as he speaks again, “Also hey, I have more class than this in terms of 
humor.” He chuckles, somehow managing to fit in a lighthearted jest in the midst of it all. 


Wilbur leans his upper body towards Phil, uttering a small ‘you dont’. Phil swats him in the 
arm. 


Wilbur stands straighter, holding out his hands in front of him as he speaks, “Also for the 
record, the term is not ‘sentience’, it’s intelligence.” 


A beat. 


“Shut the fuck up, Wilbur,” Tubbo is groaning, exasperated. He’s taking a step forward, 
hoping to convey his bafflement on his face. “Whatd’ you mean the human is sentient?” He’s 
speaking quickly, feeling hysterical. Everything just feels insane right now, but surprisingly 
enough, he’s taken the information pretty well. 


“Process quicker, we’re on limited time.” Wilbur calls out, waving a hand. 


“Don’t be a bitch Wilbur.” Tubbo sets him with an unimpressed look before whipping his 
head to Ranboo, whose face is scrunched up in avid confusion. He catches the others eye, and 
they both exchange a silent charade of baffled shrugs and shakes of heads. 


“The human is sentient, we have definitive proof, and we’re now smuggling it illegally and 
behind the Councils back.” Wilbur lists, and Tubbo can feel a headache forming. He doesn’t 


even get headaches. 


“What’re you...why...” Tubbo trails off, massaging his temples, ““Why the fuck are you 
doing that? W-W-What—” He stammers, gesturing vaguely to convey his confusion, “Why?” 
He feels like he’s talking to a child who’s done something exceptionally stupid. 


Phil, ever patient, doesn’t look nearly as annoyed and bored as Wilbur does right beside him, 
“We decided we want to help the human. They didn’t come here willingly, and if we just 
hand them over to the Council they could be in danger.” He explains, “And that’s not the only 
reason. You realize this means the Council could’ve lied to all of us, right? We can’t trust 
them right now, so this is our next course of action.” Tubbo doesn’t know what to say. Phil is 
continuing; 


“This is more complicated than just helping the human get home, or helping the human in 
general. There’s an entire planets worth of a civilization we didn’t know about for centuries. 
That’s not going to be a little change.” And he’s right. None of them had been alive to 
experience a new species integrating with the rest of the galaxy, as when the last intelligent 
species like them had been found, it was way before any of their time. 


It’s been at least a hundred generations since then, and there’s no one left living from that 
period to give an actual personal account. 


“So,” Ranboo is finally speaking up, voice surprisingly steady, “How are you planning on 
helping the human?” 


“Well, our first plan of action was to get a proper translator for the human so we no longer 
have to use Slime to translate,” Phils’ gaze trails towards the ceiling as he lists off their plan. 


“Slime to what—?”’ 


“But we have to go off planet to pick up a translator, but that’s hard because from the 
Council, Erets’ eyes, we’re still on the mission. The mission being; capture human, and the 
human is on Asphia.” He continues slowly, pupils fixed on Tubbo. 


Tubbo, for the life of him, cannot see where this is going. 


“And so...we need to throw the Council, and consecutively, everyone else, on a wild goose 
chase...” Phil spaces his words methodically, as if waiting for Tubbo to get it. Tubbo raises 
his brows on his compact eyes. “And so, we need fabricated evidence of the human somehow 
getting off planet so the pool in which the human could be is wider. And...well, you are the 
one with the most skill in video tampering...” 


And suddenly it clicks. 


“You want me to—Prime.” Tubbo is immediately frowning. If it were possible, stress lines 
would already be forming in his temple. “We’re criminals. We’re all criminals.” Tubbo 
laments, incredulous, pacing with his face in his palms. He knows why he’s already grieving 
his lawful citizen privileges; it’s because deep in his subconscious he’s already made his 
decision. 


“You were kinda already a criminal, Tubbo.” Wilbur tries to no avail. 


“You're all crazy people,” He points an accusing finger at both Phil and Wilbur. Wilbur 
suddenly looks nervous, looking back and forth between Tubbo and their captain as if trying 
to catch the latters eye. “How fast do you need it done?” He’s already brought out his holotab 
—and it’s encrypted for this very reason—swiping through his storage files. 


Wilbur ceases his anxious fidgeting, staring at Tubbo with something bordering on pleasant 
surprise. Phil grins, “Oh thank prime—Did you know Techno suggested putting you in a cage 
if you planned to tattle? Crazy,” He mentions off-handedly. 


“What the fuck, man.” Tubbo deapans, though he continues to plan a proper footage script on 
his holotab. 


“I’m an accomplice now.” Ranboo mutters to no one in particular, though he already seems to 
have accepted it quite quickly. 


“Look, on the bright side, I feel like we were bound to become criminals sooner or later.” 
Wilbur hums, not so subtly watching Tubbo as he tapped around on his holotab. Tubbo wants 
to interject that that is not a bright side, but he’s a little busy. Fuck, he didn’t even get an 
answer to how fast they need all this finished. He’s assuming fast, but he’s not about to give 
them dogshit quality for their entire plan to fall apart immediatley when a toddler spots 
discrepancies in his fake footage. 


Tubbo maps out a vague script for the footage, sending the information to his lab computer— 
all he needs now is actors and a stage. Computer generated imagery can’t do it all on its own, 
unfortunately. Maybe if he were more skilled, he could achieve it, but it needs to be 
convincing, not some school-nymphs half assed project. He looks up to Phil, who’s also 
watching him work. 


“What’s this human’s name, by the way? Did you find out?” He asks. 


Phil perks up, gaze ripping itself from Tubbos’ holotab to meet his eyes. Blinking a few 
times, his expression settles into a toothy smile. 


“It’s Tommy. His name is Tommy.” 
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“We hate each other, kill each other, and yet all we have is each other. Humans, despite their 
differences, need each other. Whether for simple company, or for someone to hate.”’ 


-Anonymous 


Tommy had almost immediately fallen back asleep after the others aside from the pig asshole 
left the room. He tried to get some sort of explanation as to what was happening from Slime, 
newly appointed “Charlie”, but it wasn’t much help. He supposes he could get Charlie to 
translate for him and ‘Pig dude’ so he could ask about what the hell was happening, but his 
circadian rhythm urged him to fall back asleep, the lull of exhaustion pulling at his body. 


It wasn’t as strong as before, but it was still there. He wanted to attribute it to malnutrition 
and bad sleeping habits the few days prior, but hey, he wasn’t a scientist. 


He’d silently cursed himself for not asking more questions. The opposing side had been the 
one to interrogate him the entire time, throwing question after question at him. They’d been 
pretty basic, but he’d been so enraptured in answering their inquiries he’d neglected to ask 
his own. Hell, he didn’t even know any of the bastards’ names! Except for Charlie, that is, 
but he’d quite literally been named after his own species, which Tommy thought was too 
appalling to stand. The name he’d given the slimy alien had been thought up of on the spot, 
but he thinks it suited the guy. Charlie seemed happy with it, so Tommy thinks he did good in 
that department. 


These thoughts were barely there, drifting through his consciousness as he allowed himself to 
flop back down on the couch. It was a little awkward, with both Charlie and this fancy bitch 
over here watching him, but he’s willing to throw all shame and insecurity out the window at 
this point. He really can not bother himself with letting himself feel sheepish under their 
scrutinizing gazes. 


They dont really have enough of his respect for him to care about what they think. 


Okay, so he cares a little. His survival is literally on the line, he’s going to be polite, but he’s 
annoyed about it. Something about the blue alien pissed him off, bird brain, or as Tommy had 
affectionately dubbed him, Dennis, was nice enough, but he’s going to be pissy about it 
anyway, and pig guy...well, Tommy hasn’t formed much of an opinion yet. The guy did 
direct a sword at him upon first meeting, and it was objectively threatening, but... he’s sure 
they could get past that. 


Smiles was cool in his book, but they’d literally met like two days ago, less even, and his first 
impression on the guy hadn’t been one he preferred. He should probably find some way to 
apologize for stabbing him. It was really awkward to do so through a second party, but it also 
saved him a little bit from the brunt of confrontation. 


Any thought of hoping to never learn their real names so his own—objectively better and 
funnier names—could thrive are thrown out the window as he’s found that now that they can 
actually communicate, he’d like company. People. It doesn’t matter that they’re not human. 
They’re people, obviously. That much was clear. Having their names, their chosen names, 
well, that’d be a step in the right direction. It’s unfortunately human nature to want 
companionship. Hell, any longer out there and he would’ve started to name the bolts he’d 
pocketed. 


Thankfully, it hadn’t come to that point. 


As consciousness clings on for dear life, its fingers barely holding on, Tommy swears he can 
hear low speaking trickle through the air. He’s much too tired to care though. Sleep takes 
hold of him not long after, and his mind as well as body slips away. 


Waking up is genuinely painful this time around. The first thing he notices is that the lights 
are no longer dimmed in the room he’s been staying in, and the second thing he notices is that 
his back fucking hurts. Actually, everything hurts. He’s so incredibly sore, and his stomach 
feels like it's cramping from staying in one position for so long. Of course, these are all just 
the consequence of sleeping for several hours on an uncomfortable surface. 


Don’t get him wrong, the couch was great, he really was grateful, but his body didn’t seem to 
agree. Maybe it had the first time around, but not so much anymore. He feels a little spoiled. 


“Jesus,” He mutters, massaging his shoulder blades with a hand. He sits up, blinking the blur 
out of his eyes. God, he feels awful. He wonders if they’ II let him shower. 


He almost jumps out of his skin with a shout when he turns his head to find a mass of pink 
watching him from the opposite couch. He stares for a moment, face heating the smallest bit 
before he’s over it. He breathes, slumping from where he’d tensed all his limbs. “Fuck, man.” 


He’d forgotten the alien was there, and it’d startled him to hell and back. He doesn’t know 
how he forgot, you’d think that that would be something that happened earlier into his 
abduction, but he’s been here for what, three days now? Four? He’s actually quite lost in 


terms of time. The anthropomorphic boar stares directly at him, sharing none of his surprise. 
He’s not an expert in pig facial expressions, but the alien across from him almost looks bored. 
Tommy squints at him, but the latter only stares back impassively. 


He takes a quick break from staring down the pink alien to give the room a once over, and 
then twice over. Charlie was nowhere to be seen, not even the slimy residue remaining. 
Tommy frowned, peaking over the side of the couch as if he’d somehow find the slime hiding 
behind it. There was nothing, predictably—even with how unpredictable Charlie proved to 
be. 


Great, he’d abandoned him here. Alone. With sword loser over here. At this, Tommy sends a 
glare the aliens’ way. The alien doesn’t react. This guy, Tommy stews with mild annoyance. 
Were these people planning on leaving him alone with each alien respectively for indefinite 
amounts of time? Were they trying to socialize him with them like he was a dog? Tommy 
sighs to fulfill his need to complain. He thinks all his sudden annoyance can be attributed to 
just having woken up. He’s also hungry. 


He pushes himself back into the cushions of the couch, crossing his arms when the alien 
makes it clear he doesn’t plan on attempting wordless communication like his companion 
had. Tommy thinks he prefers it this way at the moment. While social interaction is up there 
on his imaginary list of priorities, his motivation for it is sporadic at best. He considers 
himself an extrovert, whatever that means exactly, but hell admit he has a tendency to grow 
agitated at the slightest thing. 


It led to a Jot of school counselor meetings. He’d always been able to make friends easily, but 
in the same breath he also had a talent for losing them with the same ease. Tommy liked to 
think it gave him character, though the adults in his life didn’t seem to agree much. 


Thinking about his life back on Earth, regardless of how mediocre and a little dogshit it was, 
it brings him a cold feeling in his chest he can’t label. He already misses being able to 
navigate a social setting with awkward, charismatic proficiency. He could weave his way 
around people effortlessly, either by confusing them enough, giving him a chance to flee, or 
by making them laugh. 


Aliens, however? He needs to relearn everything he knows! God, life really fell off for him 
hadn’t it. A subconscious part of his brain trails off, towards the memory of his violence. His 
violence towards that particular alien. Words weren’t an option, he'd realized, they wouldn’t 


serve to be his escape this time, so he’d resorted to the only thing he could. It was either that, 
or nothing, and anything was better than nothing, wasn't it? 


It was. And that’s what he’ll continue to repeat to himself. 


He prepares himself for another day of keeping himself entertained, another day of not 
knowing what would happen to him. The aliens were nice enough, they hadn't done anything 
damning to his perception of them yet. They fed him, they hadn't attacked him, even though 
they looked like they came close to it. He hoped this trend would continue. 


If it didn't, well, he had himself. And he'd always been enough for himself, as lonely as it 
could be. As much as he loved company, his own thoughts served the purpose well enough. 
He'd need to harass one of them soon enough for an explanation as to what was going on, but 
it could hold off for a little longer. He still had to give himself a bit more time to decide how 
worth it it would be to bother the boar. 
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Tubbo can not believe he’s doing this. 


Well, obviously, he can, because he’s doing it, but why is he doing this? It irritates him that he 
knows the answer to that question, and yet he’s still desperately asking himself, throwing out 
a half-assed attempt at exasperation towards his crewmates. The news has him silently 
reeling—the human, sentient?—but a good chunk of him is focused on planning this faux 
footage Phil wants. 


So, only half of him gets to process this, the inattentive side, while the other half is on a time 
crunch, presumably. Phil has decided to respect his boundaries and is currently with Wilbur 
discussing something in the other room, and Ranboo has excused himself to arrange transport 
with his mothers. Ranboo has been suspiciously calm about this all, despite his shaky 
acceptance earlier, but Tubbo predicts it’s the calm before the storm. Or, maybe more 
accurately, the eye of the storm, with Ranboo not having strayed from the center just yet. 


Phil had dropped the news on him in the dead middle of the night the previous cycle, just a 
few varis ago. He’d already begun working on a plan for Phils’ request after he’d mentally 
decided to pledge his loyalty to the cause, (the risky and borderline idiotic cause,) but Phil 
insisted the two of them rest for the night and work on it in the morning. Tubbo doesn’t know 
how the man expected them to be able to sleep after this, but he supposes Phils’ audacity 
proceeds him. 


It’s late morning now, and Tubbo is feverishly carding through each flaw and fact of any 
route their situation has to offer. He resists the urge to tug on his antennas, having put his 
entire self into this project that was so suddenly sprung onto him. His mind wants to drift, to 
instead go over the details of what they’d been given on the human, to mull over each fact 
and how they could’ve possibly been so stupid, but alas... 


Tubbo sets the distracting thoughts aside for later. Right now he needs to focus, lest he 
overlook an important detail that comes back to bite him. 


He’s already gained access to the security cameras in the Trade Center, now all he needs to 
do is find the right one. Phil had explained that they needed a diversion, evidence that would 
send the hunt in the opposite direction of them while allowing their team freedom to traverse 
the stars, but it had to be solid evidence. Something that even the Council would follow. 


Tubbo knows what he needs to do, but he can't do it all on his own. Clicking through the 
different channels, he gets to the live security footage of the hangar bay. It’s the second one, 
the one next to the one the SBI is currently parked in. Nothing in the hangar is stationary. 
Ships are both taking off and landing at an even rate, and Tubbo is sure that it’s self 
proclaimed hunters replacing the departing ships. The activity is so great, so busy, and it’s 
perfect for what Tubbo intends to do. 


He stands from his desk, rolling his neck on his shoulders. His wings buzz behind him as he 
makes for the door. It slides open upon his hand against the sensors, and he’s greeted by the 
sight of Phil and Wilbur in the halls as he turns. He almost startles, as he’d expected them to 
be in the common room. They both turn to him as he enters the hallway, halting in their 
conversation. 


“Tubbo,” Phil greets, face light, impassive. 


“This next part’s on you,” Tubbo cuts to the point, fiddling with the coat wrapped around his 
waist. “I’m gonna need the human back here to measure his appearance so I can run the 
simulation properly. Needs to be convincing, and all that.” He watches as Phils’ face subtly 
changes into one of consideration. 


“We can get him back here by the end of the day at the latest.” Phil looks like he wants to say 
more, but he ends it there. Wilbur looks between Phil and Tubbo, arms crossed. He’s 
expressionless, as if he’s thinking. After a moment, he’s speaking; 


“So, you know what to do?” 


Tubbo tilts his head, “Well, yes. From what you said, you need a solid distraction. I can make 
it so it looks like the human escaped onto a cargo ship. Considering hangar activity is through 
the roof right now, it’s an optimal option.” He explains. 


Wilbur hums, fins frilling. “Sounds promising.” He pauses for a moment, silent, “Though, 
there could be holes in this plan.” 


“As?” Tubbo prompts, leaning forward, crossed arms. 


“Say we present this fabricated footage to the Council, realistically, couldn’t they track down 
the cargo ship the human presumably escaped into?” Wilbur brings up a good point, but 
Tubbo’s already prepared for this question, a step ahead, thankfully. 


“Not if it’s an unlicensed cargo ship. Those frequent the Trade Center.” Tubbo grins. 


“Unlicensed ships can reserve hangar spots?” Wilbur squints his eyes. 


“Oh, all the time.” Tubbo waves a hand. Wilbur squints further at him, but only shrugs after a 
moment. 


“Alright then.” 


“But, we aren’t guaranteed an unlicensed.” Tubbo raises a hand, yielding a look from Wilbur, 
“Tt’s—look, it’s a lot. You two need to hurry up and bring the human back here so I can 
prepare the footage in time. I’ll be looking into the reservation registry to find unlicensed 
cargo ships in hangar two, but we have an expiration date.” Both Phil and Wilbur stare at 
him. “Figure of speech. Footage in the TC isn’t being monitored constantly, but it’s routinely 
checked at the end of every cycle. I need to splice our edited recording into the pre-existing 
footage before thirteen.” 


“Got it. We’ll be heading back now, if that’s all.” Phil says, hiking a bag over his shoulder 
already. 


“Yeah, but keep in touch, will you? Don’t randomly go radio silent on me, I'll be cross with 
you if you do.” Tubbo vaguely threatens. Phil holds up his hands in surrender, chuckling. 


“T won’t, swear it.” 


“Right, well, off you go.” Tubbo makes a vague gesture down the hall. Phil gives him a 
wave, and the pair are heading off. As their footsteps recede, Tubbo turns back to reenter his 
workstation, but instead of an empty hallway behind him he’s met with Ranboo, exiting a 
side room. Communicator in hand, the enderian makes eye contact with Tubbo. Their frown 
deepens as they do, and a short sigh escapes them. 


“This is insane.” Is what he says. 


Tubbo snorts, “A little bit.” 


“T have to lie to my parents.” It looks like it’s all finally processed for Ranboo. 


“Yeah.” 


“T can’t lie!’”’ Ranboo cries, hands flying to his face. 


“Well, you can—” 


“T don’t know how to lie!” Ranboo laments, already moving into Tubbos workshop. Tubbo 
follows, half amused. He finds the other pacing in the room. 


“Technically you don’t have to /ie...”” Tubbo begins tepidly. 


“Omitting the truth is still lying.” Ranboo states flatly. 


“Tt’s literally not.” Tubbo crosses his arms. 


“Just because you think not saying anything isn’t lying doesn’t mean it’s not.” Ranboo rolls 
his eyes at him, going back to pacing. 


“Lying is an action, not saying anything is the absence of action, ” Tubbo shakes his hands 
vigorously to emphasize his words. 


Ranboo turns briefly to send him a look before continuing to pace, swinging his body around 
animatedly as he turns. Tubbo simply clicks his mouth together and meanders back towards 
his desk, slumping down onto the stool. “You’re going to have to lie though. Phil’s trusting 
you with this, and it’s big stuff.” Tubbo swivels in his seat, “And I know you know how to 
lie? 


Ranboo’s shoulders fall to a small degree. “It’s stressful.” 


“T know, man.” Tubbo wills sympathy into his voice. 


“Tf I— If I think about, y’know, keeping information to myself, lying, it ends up being all I 
can think about.” Ranboo groans, “And then I’Il just obsessively think about telling them 
even if I don’t want to! And I get scared I’ll just accidentally blurt it out!” He laments further. 


“Just don’t think about it.” Tubbo offers, gaze now refocused on his computer screen. 


“T can’t do that.” Ranboo almost laughs. The telltale sound of creaking tells Tubbo Ranboo 
has stationed himself on the mini couch in the workstation. Tubbo grabs a throw pillow from 
beneath his desk where it’s tucked in a box and chucks it at Ranboo. Ranboo squawks as he’s 
hit straight in the forehead. 


“Take a nap.” 


“T’m leaving at seven tonight.” 


“T’ll wake you up before then.” Tubbo pauses, “And your nap isn’t going to last that long.” 


Ranboo only sighs and adjusts the throw pillow under his head, adjusting his long silk-like 
hair behind his ears as he leans down. “Your couch is small.” 


“You fit.” 


Ranboo only grumbles, bringing up his knees a little. He could’ve just gone to their room if 
he was really perturbed by the couches’ size, but Tubbo guesses he just wants to nap around 
him. He turns back to his screen, a ghost of a smile on his face. 


It’s back to work for now, unless he wants to deal with the small yet still there guilt that 
creeps at the back of his mind regarding the human. It’s all just so unbelievable, but he thinks 
what makes it worse is that the only reason it’s unbelievable is because they’d all been raised 
with these misconceptions. Really, it’s all too believable. Really, it just makes sense. He had 


all the evidence, it all fit, he just hadn’t thought to entertain the concept. As he works, he 
ponders. How many people out there had the idea, the theory, that maybe humans were like 
them, but they’d played it off as a joke, something far fetched. 


How many people out there joked and theorized about the possibility, unknowing to the truth 
behind it? 


He scrolls through the registry, choosing apathy in lieu of confronting empathy. Man, it was 
way too easy to access the reservation log. Maybe he should send an anonymous tip to up 
their security so he’d be faced with a better challenge next time. 
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When Phil and Wilbur returned to the employee lounge that Quackity had repurposed into a 
temporary room for the human, Phil wasn’t really expecting them to find the human making 
some sort of structure with the stools that once lined the kitchen island. When Phil searched 
the room for his second son, he found Techno off to the sidelines watching, face devoid of 
any concern or care. When their eyes met, Techno at least had half the mind to shrug 
awkwardly. 


“What’re you doing?” Phil begins slowly, entranced, watching as the human looks up at the 
sound of his voice. The same awkward look morphs onto his face as they make eye contact. 


‘“Nothin’.” Techno answers. 


Phil squints at Techno before shifting his gaze downwards to the human. “Where’s Charlie?” 
The name the human had picked out for the slime had stuck for him, surprisingly. It seemed 
very fitting. 


“Said somethin’ about being needed, then he did that thing where he disappears.” Techno 
recounts flatly. 


“T don’t suppose Charlie has a communicator, does he?” Phil huffs out a breath that’s almost 
a laugh. 


“Unlikely.” Techno smirks, eyes flicking back to where the human is wordlessly taking apart 
his stack of stools, putting them back where they belong. 


“Right,” Phil slumps, “Well,” He straightens once more, clasping his hands together, 
“How’ ve you two been doing?” 


“Fine.” Techno answers vaguely, boredly. Phil wasn’t really expecting to coax much out of 
him. If the man has nothing to say, then that just means nothing horrible must’ve happened. 
That’s all Phil asks, really. When he turns to look at Wilbur, he finds the phantom squinting at 
Tommy, obvious curiosity in his demeanor. Phil only sighs, shaking his head as his mouth 
curls into something close to a smile. “How’d it go with Tubbo and Ranboo?” Techno is 
speaking again. 


Phil perks up, “Oh, fantastic, actually!” He chuckles, ““Tubbo agreed, they both took the 
news...well.” Phil hesitates awkwardly. Techno raises a brow. “It was good for what the news 
was.” Phil amends, grinning. 


“We just need to bring the human back to Tubbo so he can actually fabricate believable 
footage.” Wilbur says, having finally ripped his gaze away from said human, who was now 
leaning an elbow on the kitchen counter. 


Techno hums, silent in thought. “How’re you plannin’ on doing that?” He crosses his arms. 


“Well,” His gaze shifts towards the human, who stares back at him. “We’ll need to make him 
unrecognizable, so, new clothes, something to cover his face.” He lists off the cuff. 


“Tt’ll bring attention to us if we just have some random guy walking with us to our ship, 
won't it?” Wilbur says, again, bringing up a good point. 


“We can make it look like he's not with us.” Phil says, “But uh, we probably can't execute 
this plan without explaining to Tommy what we're doing.” 


Wilbur sighs, “Alright then, which one of us is calling Quackity?” 


Phil looks askance towards Wilbur before pulling out his communicator, “I will.” Wilbur 
throws up his hands, turning the other way to lean against a wall. Phil doesn’t have to scroll 
far to find Quackitys’ contact. Tapping the contact button, an icon appears on his screen that 
signals the call is going out. The icon remains idle for a long drawn out moment, and Phil is 
briefly worried he’1l need to call again when the sound of Quackitys’ voice trickles out of the 
device; 


“This is a really bad time to call, Phil.” Phil can hear muffled chatter from Quackitys’ side 
of the call. 


“Sorry mate, but we need to bring the human back to our ship and we need some clothes for 
him.” He can practically hear the deep consideration on Quackitys’ side in the silence. 
There’s some shuffling from the other side, and Quackitys’ speaking again. 


“Yeah, yeah, give me a second,’’ Quackitys’ voice is far away, as if he’s holding the 
communicator away from his face. “7’// send uh, Slime over,” He says afterwards, voice 
louder. He pauses, “What?” Another pause, “Charlie, over.” He amends awkwardly. 


Phil is briefly left wordless, bemused, but he’s quick to pick himself back up, “Right, 
thanks.” 


“Hold on,” Quackitys’ voice leaves the communicators field once more before returning, 
“Why are you bringing him back?” He says it like he’d almost forgotten, an afterthought. 


“Tubbo took the news well. We’re bringing him back so Tubbo can do his job and create the 
fake video.” He’s not one hundred percent sure what Tubbo needs to do for it, as his 
speciality has always fallen into architecture, but he can guess. He’s spent enough time 
around Tubbo and Sam to vaguely understand what to do, he’s not clueless. Only a little bit. 


“Cool,” Quackity says distractedly, and he’s pausing for another long moment, “Cool, well, I 
have to go. Dont get caught, swear to prime, and if you do I had no part in this.”” And with 
that he’s hung up. 


Phil chuckles lightly, shaking his head. He doesn’t even have time to turn to his sons to say 
anything before a new presence is materializing in the room in an instant. It almost startles 
him this time, but he’s been through enough orbits of this to have grown relatively used to it. 
It’s only Wilbur and the human who jump back at Charlies sudden appearance. 


Wilbur mutters under his breath, slowly straightening as he composes himself. They make 
eye contact, and Phil smirks at him. Wilbur only scowls. The human relaxes almost 
immediately after seeing who exactly had appeared in the room. They chatter at each other 
briefly before Charlie is turning to Phil, a lopsided smile on his face. 


“Philza from Wormhole!” He greets. 


“Charlie,” He returns with almost equal enthusiasm. 


“Quackity from Las Nevadas said you needed an escort and outfits!” The slime clasps his 
hands together, the appendages morphing together. 


“Pretty much.” Phil confirms. 


“Okay!” Charlie rifles around in his pants pocket for something before pulling out a pair of 
somewhat slimy gloves. He scrutinizes them fleetingly before shaking them off and slipping 
them on. He waves towards Tommy before shuffling out the door without a word, leaving 
them once again. 


“So, he’s coming back, right?” Wilbur breaks the silence after a moment. 


“Probably.” Phil shrugs, crossing his arms and waiting patiently for Charlies’ return. He 
stares at the door for only another second before turning to face the human, who’s mimicking 
them unknowingly, staring out the door with crossed arms. They couldn’t explain to him their 
situation on their own, unfortunately. They’d need Charlie with them. All they could do was 
wait, he supposed. 


The awkward waiting only lasted about five twors, because Charlie was back with an entire 
clothing rack, an expensive one at that. He pushed it through the doors, and Phil put two and 
two together and guessed the gloves were so he didn’t get any adhesives on the clothing. He 
couldn’t help the fond huff of laughter that escaped him as Charlie situated the clothing rack 
off to the side to present to them. 


“Outfits!” Charlie exclaims, never lacking passion it seems. 


The human watches the clothing rack with an obvious curiosity, eyes wide. Phil wonders if 
it’s something he can recognize, or if it’s something unfamiliar. 


Wilbur approaches, eyeing the array of clothing options on the rack, “Huh, it’s a wonder you 
managed to keep these spotless.” He comments off-handedly. Phil stares at him. 


“Wilbur.” He chides, lukewarm. 


His words go unacknowledged, as Charlie is bulldozing through the backhanded compliment 
with jubilance, unperturbed as ever. “I was taught to leave no trace!” 


Phil is only a little confounded by the implications of Charlies’ words, but he quickly decides 
that at the moment he has bigger priorities. He turns his attention towards the rack of clothing 
Charlie wheeled in while Wilbur scrutinizes the aforementioned slime with squinted eyes. 


The rack is filled with a majority of warm clothing, mostly jackets. Every item is of high 
status and expense however, that much is obvious. It's not surprising, considering Quackitys’ 
wealth. He's immediately searching for what would help them stand out the least, and he's 
regretting not having asked for more unassuming clothing. He approaches the rack and cards 
through the clothing, a few having another pair of arm holes. Yeah, maybe he should have 
specified more. 


“Right, right,” He clasps his hands together, “Thanks, Charlie.” He turns to the slime, to 
which he beams. “We also need you to translate, is that alright?” 


Charlie nods, the glasses on his face sliding downwards as he does. 


“Great. Can you tell Tommy we need to get him in a disguise so we can get him to our ship?” 
There's obviously more to explain, but dumping it all on him all at once would be 
inconvenient. He just hopes the human will question them further so he can elaborate, he's 
counting on that. 


Charlie nods again, shuffling towards Tommy and babbling to him in the language from 
before. The humans’ expression scrunches into one of confusion, and his eyes flicker towards 
Phil briefly before they're settling back on Charlie. 


Charlie turns back to Phil, “He asks why he needs a disguise.” 


Oh thank Prime. He was hoping the human wouldn't just accept whatever they asked of him 
blindly, he didn't feel comfortable just wheeling them around in the dark. “It's because...” He 
pauses, hesitant despite himself. The news will probably be a little surprising to the human. 
Up till this point, the human hasn't been aware their entire existence outside their solar 
system has been a controversy. 


He actually isn't sure what the human is thinking, how they're thinking. They obviously know 
they were brought here unwillingly, but they presumably don't know of their species status. 
Why would they? 


“He's a human. And, uh...well, there's a manhunt out for him right now.” It feels strange 
explaining what they all already know out loud, especially because he can't tell Tommy 
directly. All this work for a translator is definitely going to be worth it, he thinks tiredly. 


Charlie turns to presumably repeat the words back to Tommy, looking all too upbeat for the 
news he's going to be dropping on him. Tommy's face goes through a series of phases, but it 
ends in a confused exclamation from him. They go back and forth while Phil and the rest of 
them watch. 


Charlie turns back to him, “He wants to know why there's a manhunt for him.” Phil can't help 
the pitying look he sends towards Tommy. It's not every day you get abducted from your 
home, consecutively becoming the hot topic of every news station across the galaxy. 
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“He's human, and everyone thinks humans are...” He falters, “That humans are just animals. 
The guilt returns, and it only furthers Phils’ need to help Tommy. “We're getting a translator 
for him, it'll be easier to explain everything when he has that. Tell him that, will you?” 


Charlie nods, turning back to Tommy and speaking animatedly, the human nodding along as 
he speaks. The human sends Phil a look that he can only decipher as suspicious, but it's brief 
and quick. They speak for a little while longer, and Phil exchanges a look with Techno. 


ay? 


Charlie brings him out of his thoughts. 


“He says ‘okay 


“Okay?” 


“Okay!” 


Phil stares. “Okay. Uh, so, he gets it?” 


“T just said that.” 


Phil throws up his hands, “Okay, okay,” He chuckles, “So, outfit time.” He turns his attention 
back towards the clothing rack, catching the humans eye and gesturing with a clawed finger 
towards the options. Tommy, thankfully, seems to understand. He approaches and hesitantly 
reaches a hand out to the clothing, all while intermittently glancing towards Phil. The human 
suddenly speaks, eyes still studying the garments in front of him. 


“What did he say?” Phil questions, gaze flicking to Charlie. 


“He said he's not changing out of his clothes he's wearing now, but he'll wear new clothing 
over them.” The slime translates easily, hands behind his back. 


“That's fine, but he'll need to wear a mask.” His eyes trail to the scarf still wrapped around his 
neck. “A different mask, since he's already been seen with the scarf. Oh, right, Slime, after 
you tell him, is there a mask you could grab for him somewhere?” 


“T'm Charlie!” 


“Charlie, sorry.” 


“Yes! Bye!” The slime is already out the door, not having even bothered to tell Tommy it 
looks like. Phil watches, bemused. He turns back to where Tommy is eyeing a brown leather 
jacket with fur lining the inside. It looks like it would fit him well, but it was hard to tell. 
There wasn't exactly an “average” height anymore, but there was among individual species. 
Phil was average height for an elytrian, but the human would be taller than average in elytrian 
standard. 


However, for other species, like Piglin or Enderians, the humans’ height would be considered 
small. Phil supposes most intelligent species in the galaxy fall above seven feet as adults, 
though again, there's lots of variation. Phil catches Tommys’ eye, gesturing with a nod 
towards the jacket. Tommy is still for a moment before moving to shoulder it on 
experimentally. He holds his arms out in front of himself, examining the garb. 


When Phil looks closer, he finds that the jacket has the Asdrins’ insignia on it, a first-class 
clothing chain. The leather must be Skeer wolf, then. 


The jacket fits Tommy almost perfectly, the sleeves coming down just above his fingertips. 
Though Tommy has a quick fix for this, as he's already rolling the sleeves up so they sit 
above his wrist. Huh, humans did that too then, did they? Phil thinks the color suited Tommy. 
All they needed was to zip up the jacket so his clothing wasn't showing, gloves perhaps, the 
mask, and maybe have him wear another pair of pants over his current ones if he's insistent 
on keeping them on. 


Phil sends Tommy a smile, and makes a gesture that mimics zipping with his hands and 
points to Tommy. Tommy immediately seems to get it, pleasing Phil. He hadn't needed to 
communicate wordlessly in ages, as it wasn't something that was common, but he found it to 
fill something in his chest he didn't know was there. There was just something about 
communicating with only gestures, how anyone could understand, no matter what you spoke. 
While the language barrier was inconvenient and he was eager to bridge it, he'll miss the 
simplicity of it, he thinks. 


Wilbur is suddenly approaching, an elbow perched on the other as he scrutinizes Tommys’ 
choice with his eyes. It's hard to tell a phantoms expression a good amount of the time, but 
Phils’ grateful Wilburs’ eyes are expressive. 


“Yeah, v’course he'd pick this one,” Wilbur clicks his tongue, needlessly judging. He rests a 
hand on his hip, leaning down to look the jacket up and down. The human, Tommy, 
reasonably, takes a step back, glaring at Wilbur despite not knowing what he's saying. 


“Mate, it's literally all the same to him, he doesn't know any of these brands.” Phil says, 
laughter laced in between his words, high pitched and disbelieving. He's a good percent sure 
his son is just creating a bit for himself, and he's not serious. 


“He could've at least picked one with a hood, now we have to get him a hat.” Wilbur 
continues to criticize, ignoring Phil completely. He moves past the human to rifle through the 
clothing rack, kneeling down to access the second department holding the pants and shorts or 
whatever Quackity kept down there. Wilbur pulls out a folded pair of long pants, holding 
them by their base to allow them to unfold. 


They're flared at the bottom, a standard fashion design nowadays. The phantom shoves them 
towards Tommy, who moves to take another step back, but after seeing what it was Wilbur 


was so insistently shoving in his face, hesitantly grabs it from his claws. The human pinches 
the article of clothing by the top and fits it at his waist, as if assessing its length. It's almost 
too long, but thankfully not enough to make him trip. 


Tommy seems to understand the need for it after a bit of silent staring, and mumbles 
something incoherent before shuffling his way towards the restroom. 


Phil and Wilbur exchange a look, Wilbur only throwing up his hands lightly in surrender. 
While Wilburs exoskeleton hides minute mouth motions, Phil just knows his son is smirking. 


“T'm just being proactive,” Wilbur sings, going back to lean on the wall. 


The human returns only a few twors later, the pants fitted over his original ones if the lack of 
clothing in Tommys’ grasp is anything to account for. He's not sure why the human bothered 
to hide in the privacy of the restroom if he was just going to layer them on. Just in time with 

Tommys’ return, Charlie is re-entering the room with an entire arms worth of masks. 


Some are actually hanging from his arm, and some are jumbled in the other. Phil's not sure 
what to do first, offer him assistance or thank him for the variety. He decides to do both after 
a moment of staring, lurching forward almost on instinct to hold out his hands, allowing 
Charlie to deposit a few of them into his waiting arms. 


“Thanks mate,” Phil grins gratefully at the man, wiping a bit of slime off the surface of some 
of the masks. 


He turns to face Tommy, who’s finally back with the rest of the group, (save for Techno, 
who’s been off in the corner mindlessly scrolling through his holotab, most definitely to 

avoid all of them.) and the human is examining the situation before him wordlessly, eyes 
darting from the them to the array of face coverings both Phil and Charlie are holding. 


Phil goes to set the lot of them down on the counter, motioning for Charlie to follow in his 
footsteps. Tommy is close behind, most likely clued into the fact that these are for him 
considering the situation he’d been made aware of. 


The human’s gaze falls over each option respectively, though they linger on a third generation 
gas mask, one that covers every feature of the face. Not every gas mask conceals the identity, 
actually, most don’t, but Charlie had grabbed masks that exclusively covered the main 
identifying features in a creature. 


The humans’ mouth curls into a barely there smirk as he picks it off the counter to examine it, 
turning it over in his hands. They say something, but Charlie doesn’t translate it, only 
advancing closer to chatter to him in their mutual language. They continue to fiddle with it, 
looking it over curiously. Assuming Tommy got some sort of instruction from Charlie, he 
adorns the mask over his face, though he doesn’t click the clasps in place just yet. 


Swiveling himself towards Phil, Tommy waves the mask minutely in the air, a sly smile on 
his face. Phil assumes this means Tommy’s chosen. 


The sound of ruffling gets Phils’ attention, and he’s turning towards Wilbur who’s once again 
rummaging through the bottom drawers of the clothing rack. Apparently he caught the action 
at its’ end, because Wilbur is already pulling out and presenting a hard, lightweight hat to 
Tommy. Wide-brimmed, brown, it’s indistinct. It would aptly cover the hair atop of his head, 
while also making his face unviewable from people taller than him. He already has the mask 
to serve that purpose, but, well, it’s a plus regardless. 


Phil looks over the outfit they’ve curated for Tommy, evaluating mentally. It’s a few more 
layers, it'll probably be a little warm for him, though Asphias’ temperament is quite chilly, so 
it’ll probably serve him well here. 


Tommy takes the hat by the brim, a bemused smile on his face to match his furrowed 
eyebrows. He fits it on his head, flattening down his curly hair almost into his eyes. The 
human mutters something, looking himself up and down with a contorted expression. 


“Well,” Wilbur claps his hands together, “I think he’s proper indistinguishable by now, isn’t 
he?” 


Phil cocks his head, resting his chin on his palm. “I believe he is.” 


A noise from across the room startles him, and when he turns his head to the source he’s met 
with Techno having snapped the book he’d migrated to reading shut, standing to his feet. He 
tosses the book uncaringly back onto the couch, meandering towards them with his hands 
stuffed into his pockets. ““We leavin’ finally?” 


“Pretty much, yeah.” Phil confirms. Wilbur adjusts his goggles over his eyes once more, 
tussling the fibers that make up his hair to resettle them. 


The human had seemingly sensed the change in air within the room, having sensed them 
unsettling from where they were comfortable idling. Tommy’s fiddling with the straps of the 
gas mask, his first attempt at clasping it around his head having failed due to lack of eyes on 
the back of his head. He tries clasping them together first before putting them on, 
experimentally trying to slide them over his face a few times, only to find he’s either fit them 
too tight or too loose. Phil silently debates going over to help, but before he’s finished 
pondering, Tommy’s already figured it out. 


The human fits the hat over their head once again, and the look is complete. 


“Right, one more thing we need to get clear to Tommy,” Phil begins, looking towards 
Charlie. The slime in question perks up, tilting his head so it’s lopsided. “It can’t look like 
he’s traveling with us, so he needs to hang a bit back with you. Getting lost in the crowds 
would be a hassle, so make sure you two keep an eye on us at all times, don’t lose sight of 
us.” 


“Okay!” Charlie salutes, whipping his head around to face Tommy, speaking quickly to him. 
The human nods along, though his expression is obscured. After a twor, the human is turning 
his head to face Phil and raising his hand in the same gesture he’d done before. If the thumbs 
up means what he thinks it means to the other, then the human understands. 


They exit through a discreet entrance to Quackitys’ casino. Charlie had led them through, 
though after the fact it’s Phil, Wilbur and Techno who are leading. Just as told, Tommy and 
Charlie hang back a few feet behind them, Tommy having latched onto Charlies’ sleeve while 
keeping his head pointedly turned off them. Charlie is staring right ahead, eyes on their group 


just as he’d been commanded, so apparently they decided on Charlie being the pairs’ eyes. 
Maybe to lessen suspicion. 


Charlie, similarly to the human, has also decided to don a disguise. He wears a hat similar to 
Tommy, though the brim falls lower over his face. Just a little. It’s easy to stand out when 
you’re the only known instance of your species. 


Phil does his best to limit his glances behind him, trusting that the pair will keep up. It's 
definitely for the best, as once they’ve left the privacy of the artificial trees Quackity had 
planted lining the Casino, they’ ve immediately caught the attention of the masses. Eyes from 
all around them lock onto their little group of three, and the extra attention they’re getting is 
definitely because of the fact their case is public news now. 


Wilbur and Phil had gotten the same looks during their previous escapades the days prior 
after Erets’ announcement, but the three of them together definitely garnered a new gaze. 
Concern? Hope? Whatever it may be, Phil had already grown used to it. Attention wasn’t 
something foreign to him. 


The population in Asphia now is vastly different from how it was just a few days ago. In Las 
Nevadas, the standard lax coolness of the underground city was gone. It wasn’t chaos or 
uncontrolled panic, no, but you could tell no one was acting as if everything was how it 
usually was. Conversation and gossip still served as ambience in the sectors, but now they 
were whispers and hushed tones. Though, they were exchanged by more than enough people 
to create a rumble exact to the thrum of conversation that reverberated busily on normal days. 


In the Trade center, the usual humble buzz of activity that the center was known for was 
absent, and it’d been replaced by a different kind of energy, an energy that felt more corrupt, 
foolish, unfamiliar. The buzz of activity remained, but it’d been tinged with unease. 


As they continued through the alert crowds, Phil spared a glance behind him. To his relief, 
both the human and Charlie were still both in view, following dutifully. They weren’t directly 
behind them anymore, as the crowds had done their usual task of wading a path for them 
wordlessly, and if the pair remained behind them they would’ve stuck out like a sore thumb. 


Their journey through the bumbling crowds is easy enough, child's play, even, but entering 
the hangar bay is where it gets a little nerve-wracking. Crowds don’t frequent the hangar 


entrances, which ironically makes things harder to remain inconspicuous. There’s a chance 
they’ Il get in unspotted, but there’s also a chance they’ Il be observed. Groups who aren’t 
together entering the hangar together isn’t unheard of or anything, but this plan needs to go 
smoothly. They’re public figures, and even a mere shirt change from Wilbur would inspire at 
least a dozen people talking about it. 


That’s a little exaggerated, of course, but in todays temperament and their role in the humans' 
capture, anything can be taken the wrong way. Or, the right way, considering any suspicion 
towards them would be warranted. 


Thankfully, they get through the hangar doors without much issue. Phil will just have to ask 
Tubbo to tamper with the security footage later. There are clumps of people loitering near 
their ships in the hangar bay, but they’re all huddled together speaking to each other, and 
most are hauling equipment and cargo. No one pays too much attention to other people in the 
hangar bay. 


When the five of them finally rise into the SBI’s vehicle bay, they find it to be empty. There’s 
an unspoken collective sigh of relief at the fact they’d made it back without issue. 


“Pll go fetch Tubbo. You lot wait here.” Phil tells them, clapping Wilbur on the shoulder 
twice as he goes to leave. Making his way down the halls, he allows himself to breathe. He 
thinks the second wave of realization has washed upon him as he strides down the vacant 
halls. The reality of what they’re doing, of what he’s doing, it’s all so clear in his head. 
Treason, is what it is. He’s not sure if the fact that he’s being disloyal should be more 
upsetting. 


He knocks twice on the wall outside Tubbos’ workstation, and after a few seconds of silence 
he’s met with muffled shuffling on the other side of the door. It slides open only after a 
moment, and he’s met with the sight of a somewhat disheveled Tubbo. Phil frowns, a 
questioning look unknowingly falling onto his face. It’d only been, what, a varis? 


“Oh, that was quick.” Tubbo leans an elbow against the door frame, voice light. It contrasts 
his frazzled demeanor. 


“You alright?” Phil questions, leaning in slightly to peek inside the workstation. Ranboo is 
contorted on the couch face down, limbs sticking out haphazardly. The enderman is most 


definitely knocked out. 


“Oh yeah, yeahhh,” Tubbo throws up his hands, and Phil thinks he can hear something manic 
laced in with his lackadaisical tone, “Just, fucking, cargo ships. So flightly. You know how it 
is.” His tone becomes pinched. 


Phil opens his mouth to question the peeved magian further, but he doesn’t get a chance as 
the younger is pushing past him, looking both way down the halls. “Now where’s the human? 
Let me see it,” 


Phil moves to correct him, but by the time he even thinks to the magian is already marching 
down the hall towards the hangar. “Prime,” He exhales, hastily following after him. 


Tubbo flies down the halls, literally, and Phil is left several feet behind following. Phil would 
follow in flight, but...well, his wingspan would prove inconvenient. Tubbo is the first into 
the room, Phil coming in a few seconds after. He finds that the human has already 
disregarded their mask and hat. Tommy visibly startles at the abrupt intrusion, zeroing in on 
the source; Tubbo. 


He seems even more perturbed after gathering the sight, narrowing his eyes at Tubbos 
appearance. He looks between a mix of disgusted and dumbstruck, for lack of better words. 
The human mutters a few things under their breath, looking Tubbo up and down. 


“Does it usually stare this much?” Tubbo advances on the human as if his perception of him 
just a few hours prior hadn’t been a genociding thoughtless animal. “Less scary up close. Not 
scary at all, actually.” He prattles on, “Squishy looking.” It’s almost like he’s solely speaking 
to himself at this point. 


Tubbo scrutinizes him further, and the human, after his initial shock, scrutinizes him back. 


“Alright—” Tubbo grabs ahold of the humans’ forearm, as it’s all the height difference will 
permit when Tubbo isn’t in flight. He pauses though, freezing as if he’s been spotted by a 
predator, “Oh, um, it won’t like, bite me right?” He doesn’t let go even then, and Phil isn’t 


sure whether to be amused or considered by the fact Tubbo hadn’t considered danger as the 
first priority. 


“If he hasn’t by now, uh, probably not.” 


Tubbo squints at him, silent. “Alright, good enough.” He then continues on pulling Tommy 
by the arm, disregarding the others in the room. Charlie marches on behind them, and that 
just leaves Phil, Wilbur and Techno staring behind them. 


“Hurry up! Have to introduce Ranboo!” Tubbo calls out from where he’s already in the 
hallway Phil exchanges a look with both his sons, and shrugs. He’s just glad it went as well 
as it did. 
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Tommy thinks this is both the coolest and simultaneously most batshit thing to ever happen to 
him. 


He’d seen a bug-alien before, a sentence he never thought would come to him unironically, 
but he hadn’t really had time to get a good look at the first instance since he’d very literally 
been kidnapped and chased down by it. In all its three-foot-something glory though, it wasn’t 
as scary as some of the other aliens he’d had the privilege of observing. The boar alien who 
was at Jeast a foot taller than him was one of them, up there with the blue freak. 


This one however...Tommy stared dead ahead as he was dragged down the foreign hallways 
of a ship he’d only ever seen the doppleganger to in movies. They’re a lot bigger than the 
bug-alien he’d seen before. It’s not anything to stroke an ego over, but they are one massive 
insect. 


Bugs are cool, he loves them—never been afraid of ‘em, truly, not like his peers who 
cowered at the smallest of spiders, but you have to understand that what he’s seeing right 
now is basically a hyper-magnified insect up close—plus, actually huge. He still stands a 
good foot over them, despite the aliens’ general massiveness compared to other bugs he’d 
seen, and to his slight guilt he’s already sizing up the opponent. If it’s not clear, he feels he 
could definitely take this guy in a fist fight. 


The only reason he hasn’t wriggled his way out of bug-mans iron grip by now 1s because he 
tentatively trusts the aliens that the guy is presumably allies with, and Charlie follows behind 
them closely, babbling to him mindlessly. He’s not sure if it’s meant to be reassuring, but it 
serves the purpose well regardless. Even the incomprehensible, polished clicking language 
the bug-man spoke in served as a soothing reminder he was surrounded by people. They 
just...looked a bit different. 


Tommy feels himself involuntarily spacing out somewhat, his vision becoming comfortably 
unfocused as he’s dragged along; an act that serves to allow him to thoughtlessly trail behind, 
consequently allowing him to partake in zoning off. Today’s just been a /ot. A lot of 
information to take in, a lot of self reflection, a lot of nervous walking, a bit of overheating 
due to the triple layers he had on—you get it. He’ll accept a bit more, even if he should 
perhaps be a bit more on guard. Should he be on guard? Or is that his over-defensive nature 
talking? God, he could really use a school counselor to psychoanalyze him right about now. 


“_And so J said; burger? I hardly know her!” Charlies’ voice continues to boom behind him, 
keeping up easily as the bug-man in front of him suddenly swerves, a surprising amount of 
strength coming from an alien of their stature. 


“This guy isn’t bringing me back to murder me, is he?” Tommy asks offhandedly, ignoring 
Charlies’ previous ramblings. 


Charlie straightens, like he’d forgotten Tommy was there in the midst of his animated speech, 
“Oh!” He’s silent then, almost for way too long before— “No!” 


Tommy squints ahead of him, also silent for a few seconds before whipping his head around 
to the slime, “Are you sure?” His voice lilts, disbelieving. 


“Yes!” 


Tommy only turns back ahead of himself, a grimace briefly forming on his face. He can hear 
additional footsteps growing behind him, and he can only assume it’s the other aliens 
following in pursuit of them. When he turns back, his suspicions are confirmed as he can see 
Dennis trailing a few feet behind Charlie, clawed hands casually stuffed in his pockets. (He’s 
not sure where the hell those pockets came from.) Dennis’s little posse follows on either side 
of him, and if it weren’t for all of them having dumb fucking names in his head, it’d probably 


be more of an intimidating sight. For all he knew, Dennis was probably named some shit like 
Knife-haver. 


He’s already turned back around to stare at the top of bug-mans head at this point, idly 
wondering how long these hallways go on for. Just as the thought is settling in his mind, 
they’re stopping in front of a sliding door. It’s taller than it is wide, but boy is it wide. He 
assumes the scale of some of the things on this ship are for people like Dennis and Boar-guy. 
While Dennis isn’t tall like the latter, the guy has a pair of massive wings on his back. 


The door slides open after a second, and this bug-asshole with the grip of a thousand suns 
drags him in. He’s not sure if they’re purposefully trying to leave a bruise or not, but that’s 
definitely what’s going to happen. Goddamnit. 


His thoughts don’t get time to stew however, because the moment Tommy crosses the 
threshold, the sight of another alien fills his vision. The room is cluttered, filled with various 
machines and tools that have the vague mechanical theme he’d grown familiar with back on 
earth. The tools he can recognize are heavily outnumbered by the ones he doesn’t, though. 
That’s not what grabs his attention, however, no; it’s the long ass alien lying face down on 
what /ooks like a couch, but like if some pretentious rich fucker modern art-ified it into some 
non-couch shape. Tommy thinks it’s incredibly ugly, but he doesn’t voice these thoughts. 


Back to more pressing matters; when he says the alien is long, he means it to the full extent 
of the definition. He would call them big, but trees are big, Boar-guy is big. This guy is more 
like a frail bamboo stock. Their legs hang off the side of the couch, shoeless feet clawed and 
catlike. Or doglike. He’s actually not sure which one they resemble more—he’s not a 
zoologist. 


This guy straight up is just an elf, he thinks. He sees the pointed ears and silken hair, and it 
only solidifies his definitive classification further. 


The rest of them shuffle in behind the pair, door closing behind them. Bug-man releases his 
hold on Tommy to make a direct line for the sleeping alien, kneeling down so they’re level 
with the latters’ head. Tommy watches, though he’s more focused on bitterly rubbing where 
the bug assholes’ unnecessarily strong grip had been. A simple pulling of the sleeve 
would’ve been fine, but whatever. 


Bug-man is unmoving for a few moments, before they’re slowly reaching to grab a pillow 
from where it sits on the back of the couch. Tommy watches in bemusement as they clutch 
the pillow with both hands, hovering it above the other aliens head before suddenly pushing it 
down on it like they’re trying to suffocate them. Tommy flinches at the quick movement, 
watching the attempted (?) murder take place and frantically wondering whether he’s 
supposed to laugh or save this poor man from death by pillow. A few chuckles ring out 
behind him, and he turns to find Dennis approaching with amused hesitance, the expression 
on his face near exasperation. 


When Tommy turns back to the potential crime scene ahead of him, he finds that the taller 
alien is still face down in the couch, but blindly trying to smack bug-man and his pillow 
away. Their movements aren’t exactly I’ve-been-surprised-out-of-slumber-and-now-I’ m- 
fighting-for-my-life movements, but more like movements born out of tired annoyance. Bug- 
mans shoulders move with their clicking chuckles, and they remove their hands from the 
pillow. The lanky alien is immediately grabbing the pillow and chucking it a ways away, 
adjusting themselves to sit up and glare at bug-man. 


They, however, don’t get the chance to, as their eyes trail from bug-man to Tommy, and then 
they’re locking eyes. Elf-man flinches violently, a sharp warble escaping them as they jump 
at least a foot from where they were sitting. Tommy mimics the action, though instead of the 
fear that paints the other's face, Tommy’s expression is challenging. Most of it comes out of 
some false bravado he’s mustered up. 


The eye contact is broken almost as soon as it had been initiated, and Elf-man is pointedly 
keeping his gaze anywhere else but his eyes. Tommy can only stand there awkwardly as the 
aliens in front of him exchange a few words. Bug-man is whipping back around towards 
them and pointing at Charlie, the point evolving into impatient snapping fingers. Charlie and 
Bug-man speak for a moment before the former is clearing his throat. 


“Tommy,” Charlie enunciates his name, gesturing at Tommy with both hands. Charlie looks 
at Elf-man expectantly, who is currently wide eyed and still, long spindly fingers coming to 
cup over his mouth as if he’s thinking. He doesn’t look surprised anymore, just increasingly 
awkward. 


Charlie stares for a moment before shuffling over to the lanky alien and gesturing to them in 
the same way he’d gestured towards Tommy. 


“Ran — boo,” He enunciates the name the same way he’d done with Tommys’. Tommy can 
only think that’s a stupid fucking name, though he quickly amends the thought by the fact 
that it’s, on principle, a rather alien name. He’s mentally backtracking a second time when he 
realizes it’s probably shit to make fun of names from different cultures. 


Tommy and Ran boo, stare at each other awkwardly, standing silently as the room waits in 
anticipation. Tommy’s hand stutters as it rises to wave at Ranboo, the only other alien besides 
Charlie he had the name of. Ranboo looks at him like he’s speaking a different language. 
And, well...he is. The simile doesn’t really work here. Tommy squints at him. Do aliens not 
wave? 


Bug-man is clasping his hands together and saying something he can’t understand before 
moving to grasp Tommys’ forearm again. Tommy almost allows himself to be pulled along 
once more before remembering; 


“Wait,” He uses his strength to pull back out of Bug-mans’ hold, the moniker he’s been using 
for the alien in his head the reason for his pause. Bug-man is quick to let go when Tommy 
resists this time, looking surprised. Bug-man puts his hands on his hips after recollecting 
himself, cocking his head at Tommy pointedly. 


Tommy puts up his hands in surrender briefly before turning his attention to Charlie, “Can 
you get everyone to tell me their names? I only know, like...” He vaguely gestures to Charlie 
and Ranboo, helpless. “You.” 


Charlie shrugs, “Okay!” He turns to the others, switching languages with an ease that Tommy 
is only a little fascinated by. 


Dennis is the first to react, wings puffing up as a sheepish look washes over his face. It’s 
replaced by an apologetic smile as he turns to Tommy, “Phil — za,” He’s pointing a clawed 
finger towards himself. 


Tommy’s face scrunches up. Phil? Really? He snorts in disbelief, blinking. The name had 
been spoken with an accent, one he didn’t recognize, but it’d been Phil, or at least close to it. 
He thinks he heard another vowel at the end, but it’d almost been a hiss, barely there. He 
briefly mourns the loss of the nickname he’d been using for the bird alien before just as 
quickly getting over it. 


“Phil?” Tommy tries, cocking his head at the avian. The alien lights up briefly before 
deflating and making a so-so motion with his hand, something close to amused on his face. 


“Phil—za.”’ They try again. 


Tommy stares. “Philsa.” 


Phil only stares for a moment before waving a dismissive hand, backing up and dragging the 
tall blue freak into where he’d previously been standing. Said blue freak squawks in surprise 
before sighing, the sound also sounding suspiciously like a hiss. 


“Wilbur.”’ The guy doesn’t even try to sound out the vowels of his name for the sake of 
language barrier, no, he just says it; quick and smooth. Regardless, it sounds a lot like an 
English name, familiar, and Tommy can feel the muscles in his face threatening to pull into a 
smirk. 


“There’s no fucking way your name is Wilbur.” Tommy’s almost saying to no one, 
considering no one but Charlie can understand him. Speaking of Charlie; He, despite literally 
no one asking him to, begins to relay Tommy’s snarky words to the alien. Tommy splutters 
for a moment, not keen on introducing these strangers—strangers who are literally holding 
his fate in the palm of their hands—to the fabled Tommyinnit charm just yet. Because, 
deceptive with the name, the ‘Jommyinnit charm’ is just him being an asshole. A funny 
asshole, but an asshole nonetheless. 


Alas, he cannot stop what has already been put in motion, and the telltale sound of an 
offended exclamation seals his fate. Though... 


Tommy looks around, nervously awkward as he scans the group for reactions. No one seems 
to be upset, except for the poor bastard he made fun of, of course, but no one else shares the 
sentiment. In fact, Phil and Bug-man are laughing. That’s at least what it sounds like. The 
latter of the pair is laughing much harder than the former though, arm over his stomach while 
he points a mocking finger at the victim of their amusement. 


In that moment, Tommy both decides that he’s not about to be murdered for making fun of 
the aliens’ name, and that he likes Bug-man. 


Through his chuckles, Bug-man strolls over, pushing Wilbur out of the way to stand in front 
of Tommy. 


“Tubbo.” He introduces himself, also not bothering to over pronounce his name, though he 
does point to himself as if to specify. 


“Tubbo.” Tommy parrots easily, staring down at the bug alien. Said alien breaks into a wide 
grin, mandibles moving with his face muscles. Tubbo claps Tommy two times on the arm 
before casually meandering back towards Ranboo. Tommy mutters a half-hearted ‘ow’ before 
his attention is taken by the commotion happening in his peripheral. 


Dennis—God, it’s going to take a minute to get used to this— Phil is nudging boar-mans’ 
arm, gesturing towards Tommy encouragingly. Tommy wants to say boar-man looks 
reluctant, but all in all he mostly just looks bored. He looks like he’s one hundred percent 
okay with Tommy never learning his name, but Phil over here is insistent. 


The alien being pestered sighs deeply, not bothering to move closer to Tommy as he 
introduces himself. He says a string of words that Tommy tried desperately to process, but 
apparently Boar-mans name had more than two vowels, and it seemed two was Tommy’s 
limit. 


Tommy stares. “Gesundheit?” 


Boar-man squints, exchanging a side eyed glance with Phil. Phil nudges him, he sighs again, 
repeating his name. “Tech-no-vaarsi.” Phil points at him as he says it, for emphasis Tommy 
assumes. 


Now this, is more of an alien name. He’s not sure what the hell boar-man is trying to say to 
him, but he tries his best to sound out the words anyways. 


“Tech...no?” Tommy tries, voice lilting to match his unsure tone. 


Phil excitedly hits the latters arm at this, gaze still on Tommy. The man's more than 
enthusiastic reaction has his confidence rising tentatively. 


“Techno.” Tommy says more firmly this time. Phil nods, wings hiking up further on the 
aliens back in what Tommy can only assume is excitement. “Huh.” 


The bug alien; who he now knows as Tubbo, is snapping his fingers again. Tommy wonders 
if he's this impatient all the time. They all turn to look towards the shorter, whose arms are 
crossed. Ranboo, the elf alien he'd met last has pulled himself up to a standing position as 
well, showing off how tall he really is, and fuck, is he tall. The horns atop the aliens head just 
barely shy away from scraping the ceiling of the ship. 


Tommy hesitantly approaches the two of them, as it looks like Tubbo is insistent on pulling 
him around everywhere. Tommy understands the general gist of what's happening, but of 
course he doesn't know exactly what's going on. Tubbo gratefully snatches the chance and 
he's suddenly got Tommys’ arm in his clutches once more. 


Tommy attempts to send a look over his shoulder at Charlie, a look of exasperation that he’d 
share with his friends, but he finds that it’s a fruitless endeavor as Charlie looks like he’s 
incapable of anything below surface level thinking, and therefore incapable of sympathizing 
with his plight. 


Tommy allows a deep, dramatic sigh to escape from him as Tubbo directs him to a desk, 
machines and stray papers littering the surface. 


38 2K 2K 


The human is proving to be very cooperative, if a little confused. Their earlier introductions 
had a new kind of excitement flowing through Tubbo. He’d fleetingly wondered why they 


hadn’t introduced themselves to the human earlier, but the thought had been quickly waved 
off as he was busy with other things at the moment. Tubbo had his grasp firmly on the 
humans’ arm as he viewed over his plan for the footage, briefly self conscious about it as the 
human stared over his shoulder before realizing the human couldn’t even read their language 
in the first place. 


He had nothing to be self conscious about anyway, his plan was the best thing they were 
gonna get. 


After looking it over somewhat, he’d dragged the human over to a different table, reaching 
his hands up to steady the human in place by the shoulders. As he backed away, the human 
tried to follow but Tubbo quickly put an end to that, raising a clawed finger and sending them 
a pointed look. The human seemed to get the memo, snapping their foot back in place from 
where it’d moved to trail after him. 


Looking at the human up close, Tubbo is entirely unsure of how they managed to deem this 
creature the same intelligence as an /ce weasel. Intelligence was clear in every movement the 
human—Tommy, made. From the curious way their eyes dart around the room, from the way 
they fiddle with the hems of their clothing, from the way when their eyes land on Wilbur, 
scrunching up in what Tubbo can only assume is distaste. 


Tubbo approaches once more, this time with a measuring tape between his claws. The human 
has turned its attention back to him, eyeing the tape with a curious gaze, he thinks. Tubbo 
hasn’t spent enough time around the human to properly discern each micro expression the 
human has to offer yet. He wonders if they’re similar to theirs, even if there’s a few 
differences regardless. 


Tubbo lets the end of the measuring tape fall down to the floor, and he holds the tip of it 
down with a foot. He extends an arm up to the top of the humans’ head, squinting at the 
number marking their height. Tubbo squints back at the human, who stares impassively back, 
and then he’s using his free hand to pat down the fuzz on his own head, wordlessly pointing 
towards the humans’ own head afterwards, hoping he’lI get it. 


The human stares at him, though impressively, their eyes widen minutely only a second later 
as if something had clicked in their mind. They raise an arm to flatten the fluffy hair atop 
their head, posture straightening a little. Tubbo realizes their posture had shaved a few inches 


off their true height, and when they’d straightened, the hidden numbers had added up to 
something slightly taller. 


The magian frowned, raising himself on his toes to stretch the tape even higher alongside the 
other. He jotted down the final number mentally, arms falling back to his side along with the 
measuring tape. The human was almost exactly six feet, just barely taller. Or just over one 
rule, depending on which unit of measurement you wanted to speak in. They were the 
standard height for most people across the galaxy, if just a little under it. 


As he works, he briefly catches the eye of Phil. The man in question is quickly looking away, 
going to idly fiddle with his sleeve. Tubbo frowns. “Are you lot just going to stare while I do 
this?” 


The group seems particularly called out by Tubbos’ words, Techno being the only one of 
them who looks somewhat relieved, like the acknowledgment of their awkward staring freed 
him from the pressure of just sitting there silently. The piglin waves a dismissive hand and is 
already striding out of the door before any of them have a chance to speak, the man's coat 
billowing behind him at his haste. 


Tubbo stares after him for only a moment before directing his gaze towards the rest of them, 
“Anyone else?” 


“Tl tell Eret we’re having you look for the human with the security cameras, just so, 

y know,” The elytrian shrugs vaguely, “Continuity. Have fun!” The man chirps, turning on 
his heel to follow Techno out the door. He mumbles something unintelligible to Wilbur as he 
leaves, to which the latter reacts with an unimpressed, deadpan stare ahead of him. 


“And I’ll stay here. Prime knows you need a babysitter,” The man teases, though his tone 
sounds resigned, as if he’d rather be doing anything else. The interest in his eyes somewhat 
rejuvenates as he catches the human in his gaze. Ranboos’ eyes dart between them before 
he’s speaking; 


“Me too. I uh, don’t have anything to do besides this for a few varis, so, uh,” 


“No one thought otherwise, Ranboo,” Wilbur chuckles, taking a few strides over to where the 
enderman is sitting on the couch and gesturing for them to move over, plopping down right 
beside him and throwing a leg over the other. Now, it’s just Slime, Ranboo, Wilbur and 
Tubbo left with the human. Still a crowd, but it feels more casual. 


Tubbo only rolls his eyes before continuing to measure the human. He was on their legs now, 
having taken their arms measurements while their group was dispersing. He didn’t need to 
get each measurement exact, of course, but he couldn’t just go in and create an accurate 
simulation by just eyeballing it. He’d also need to take a candid picture of the humans’ face 
to plaster it onto the fake body he’d be creating. 


He wonders if humans had photos. They probably did, but anything was possible. He 
wonders if they worked the same way as the rest of the galaxy? It’s nowhere near impossible 
for an idea to strike twice, no less several times, with how many bright minds are out there. 
He can’t wait to find out, if he’s being honest. Unfortunately, most of his excitement is buried 
behind a thin layer of guilt, a guilt stemming from their perceptions on humans that’d only 
just recently been challenged, broken. 


Maybe if he confronted his guilt better, he’d be able to accept the situation to its fullness, but 
instead he chooses to remain in the careful and safe shade of apathy. He’ll think about it 
more...later. For now, he’ll just do his job, something he’s actually good at. 


With the humans’ physical measurements written down, all he needs now is a reference 
photo; that candid picture he was talking about. 


“Yo, Slime?” He calls to the man who’s been ogling a small moving art fixture on Tubbos’ 
wall for the past few minutes. The man in question does not respond. Tubbo sends a look to 
Wilbur, antennae twitching. “He is your translator, right?” 


“Yeah, but uh,” Wilbur sighs, turning his attention towards Slime, whose mouth is hanging 
open in fascination and delight at the mesmerizing movements of the painting on the wall. 
Wilbur claps his hands together, “Oi, Charlie. Charlie, mate,” 


‘Charlie’ finally turns, perking up. “I’m Charlie!” 


“Yes, yes, you are Charlie,” Wilbur speaks as if he’s talking down to a toddler. 


“T thought he was Slime?” Tubbo whispers loudly towards Wilbur. 


“Yeah, no, not anymore.” Wilbur leans back into the couch, throwing an arm over the back. 


“Ah.” Tubbo turns back to Charlie, previously Slime, who’s staring at him with a dopey 
smile. He thinks he likes Charlie, but the man had always been weird. He’d also always 
enthusiastically agreed when referred to as a ‘man’, his enthusiasm for it never waning each 
time he was referred to as such. So, that was a little weird too, but he digresses. 


“Charlie,” He speaks experimentally, “Can you uh, tell,” He waves a vague hand at the 
human, who he’s embarassingly already forgotten the name of, “Him that I need a picture of 
him, just so he doesn’t freak out? Or something.” 


“T can!” The slime sludges over from where he’d been stationed at the wall to where Tubbo 
and the human are standing, sliding his way in front of the human with his lopsided smile. A 
matching grin blooms on the human's face as well, something similar to a laugh bubbling out 
of him. 


They babble to each other, the language only they know flowing easily out of their mouths. 
It’s weird, Tubbo muses idly, how in his entire life, he seldom ever hears different languages. 
In reality, most people are speaking different languages to each other all the time, but they’re 
filtered through the translator that hands out their words in the tongue they’re most familiar 
with. Galactic common; that’s what he hears most of the time, but the translator he dons can’t 
reach neither Charlie or the human. 


That’s another weird thing about the slime; it’s that he doesn’t wear a translator. 


But anyway, “You finished?” Tubbo folds the measuring tape back up. 


“He wants to know how we take photos,” Charlie turns to him. 


“He’ll see.” Tubbo rifles around his desk, which, annoyingly, is varying levels of messy. He 
uselessly pushes papers around on his desk, helplessly staring down at the heap of objects 
that litter the space before his eyes land on the modded camera that’s tucked in-between a 
shelf and one of his computers. 


He makes a noise of satisfaction as he grabs the camera from its place, absently brushing off 
the thin layer of dust that'd gathered on it before adjusting it properly in between his claws. 
He situates himself in front of the human, shuffling backwards a few steps to get the humans’ 
figure in its entirety. The human responds in kind by going somewhat rigid, not in one that’d 
signal discomfort, he thinks—but instead it’s more like he’s prepared himself for a mugshot. 
Tubbo snorts, continuing to adjust the camera's settings as he gets the human in full view. 


Firstly, he gets the front view of the human, and the camera gives no sign that it’d just taken a 
photo, silent in its operation. The only proof is the image that’s appearing on the camera's 
screen, the mapping function showing itself automatically as a green graphing of the humans 
features flashes over the image. It’s brief, but Tubbo knows it’s done its job and sent the 
information over to his main computer. Tubbo straightens to peek over the camera, making 
eye contact with the human so as to get his attention. When he does so, he’s making a 
twirling motion with a single claw at the human, but he voices his command for safe measure 
regardless. 


“Get him to turn to his side please,” He directs at Charlie, monotone. In tandem, the slime is 
doing as told and babbling unintelligibly at the human. The human is quick to understand, 
shuffling his feet till he’s on his left side. Tubbo takes that side just as quickly, the mapping 
features doing their work with a smooth ease that Tubbo is proud of himself for 
manufacturing. Tubbo snaps his fingers, the click of his claws reverberating the sound 
sharper than what it’d be if he were a more soft creature. That gets the attention of human, 
and he’s turning his head in his direction. Tubbo makes the twirling motion again with a 
finger, and this time the human doesn’t need to be told, though he seems to move a little more 
awkwardly now, as if a little unsure. 


His head is still turned to face Tubbo, but the human is turned around now, just as Tubbo 
intended. Pleased, Tubbo automatically is giving him an approving sign before realizing the 
human probably doesn’t know their signs. He switches it out in place of a nod, and the human 
is thankfully taking that as a signal Tubbo is giving him the go-ahead. The human is fully 
turned around now, head and all. Tubbo takes the picture, and for once he’s sort of wishing 
the camera's shuttering was audible; it’d be a little more efficient if the human knew when he 
was done each time. Tubbo settles for a simple clicking of his fingers together though, and 
that serves the purpose of a camera's noise well enough. 


The human twirls on his heel to face him, though he’s clumsily rearranging himself so he’s 
on his right side now, giving a questioning look towards Tubbo. It seems the human had got 
the hang of it by now, and Tubbo is giving him another nod. The final photo is taken, and 
Tubbo is finally moving from his place posed in front of the human to set the camera back 
down. 


“You finally done?” Wilbur, the impatient bastard, is piping up. Tubbo turns to set him with a 
look, squinting as if he were in disbelief. 


“That took, like, one twor. Do phantom brains move slower than the rest of us? Or is that just 
you?” He chides, tapping a claw against the side of his head even though he’s making the 
unsubtle jab sound like an off-handed comment. Wilbur remains leaned back in the couch, 
making a face. 


“Ha, ha, ha, very funny, funny guy.” The phantom is laughing mechanically, though he looks 
unimpressed. 


“Yeah, I know, anyway,” Tubbo says dismissively, his gaze set down on his modded holotab 
as he flicks through the various files he has on the thing. “This’Il take like, an entire cycle to 
render, so,” His eyes are finally moving off from his work to face the others in the room, 
“Shoo, out you go, out my lab.” He waves a hand. 


Ranboo is going to move, but Tubbo shakes his head. “Not you, you can stay.” And it’s 
stopping his lanky friend in his tracks, and he’s slowly moving back to his place. Tubbo 
grins, eye catching sight of the human as he’s ushered out by Charlie, Wilbur hovering 
behind like an unwilling babysitter. The absurdity of the situation is right on the line of his 
comprehension, neither crossing or behind it. He doesn’t think he can be bothered with trying 
to freak out further about it, so he’s settling for half-baked acceptance. Maybe far in the 
future, he’ll go crazy about it all—but for now, it’s happening, and he has work to do. 
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Scarlet heat runs free down her forehead. She can taste it, blood, and she knows it’s no longer 
all hers. Despite everything, she manages a grin. 


Tommy is still coming to terms with it all. He knows it’s already been — what, three days? 
Five? One of those — but forgive him for reveling in the absurdity of it for just a little while 
longer. He’s not sure he’|l ever get used to this, or at least not completely. He’s spent much 
longer thinking aliens weren’t real than knowing they very much are. 


Tommy eases his gaze over experimentally, and no longer surprisingly, it locks with alien 
ones. 


Wilbur, that fuck, keeps staring at him. Not trying to communicate with him or anything, no, 
just staring. It’s like this guy hasn’t ever been house trained. He’s almost certain this 
superficial beef he has with the alien is real, and it’s most certainly not his fault. He’s fine 


with linking arms and frolicking with the others — maybe not exactly that — but Wilbur has 
yet to treat him like he’s anything but some strange man marrying into their family. 


He wishes that Tubbo guy hadn’t kicked them to the curb, not because he’s desperate to hang 
out with the guy or anything, but because hanging out with Wilbur makes him feel like he’s 
constantly being judged, and he can’t stress enough how incapable Charlie is of sympathizing 
with him. He can’t even bother with feeling scandalized about the one-sided comradery, 
because he thinks Charlie is just like that. 


He hasn’t seen Phil or Phils’ taller friend again yet, but after being corralled into what looked 
like a living room of some sort, he hadn’t done much exploring. He spent his time divided 
into three parts: trying to remember that Tech guys’ name, ignoring Wilbur, and talking to 
Charlie about various things. Turns out, Charlie had a lot to say about everything, and it was 
pretty awesome. 


Some topics he expertly dodged, Tommy’s not even sure if it was intentional, but whenever 
he’d asked about anything like the slimes’ age or origin, he’d just been given vague, 
nonsensical answers such as “so many!” or “Oh, you know!”. Tommy, decidedly, did not 
know, but he wasn’t going to pry. 


“Do you know what a cowboy is?” 


Charlie makes a face. Tommy’s pretty sure it’s confusion. It’s hard to be vague and 
mysterious with your expressions when your face is a grand total of two dots and a line. 


“T know those words! Words? No — what’s a cow? You’re a boy.” Charlie flip flops between 
being unsure and resolute in under half a second, more than enough to rival Tommy, and 
more than enough to sort of confuse him. 


“T’m a man. But anyway,” Tommy waves a hand, “It’s an animal. I don’t know if you have 
cows, or uh, anything...similar.” His mind drifts to the various aliens he’d seen in the past 
few days. Phils’ friend was a pig. He wonders if they still keep their ancestors around, like 
humans did with monkeys, or if they’re all gone. 


Charlie supplies him with an unhelpful shrug, and Tommy drops the subject. Somewhere 
down the line, Tommy had begun to grow ballsy. 


He knew his place as a guest, unbelonging, but, with an unguilty heart, knew he could also 
play off any of his unorthodox behavior as “simple cultural differences”. He grew more and 
more sure of the safety of these aliens the longer he’d gone without being gutted and jailed, 
and so he took this as the go-ahead to just do whatever. 


While he was confined to the room he was in, it wasn’t cramped by any means, and gave him 
many opportunities to explore. Wilbur had redirected him a number of times when he got too 
close to something he apparently wasn’t supposed to be touching, which Tommy thought was 
fair enough, but that didn’t deter him. 


“Ts this a fridge?” Tommy says out loud, opening said maybe-fridge. His hand is smacked 
away by a blue one. “Dude.” 


Apparently, Tommy growing comfortable also meant the aliens growing comfortable. While 
before, Wilbur had been content to observe him from a safe distance, now he was tailing him 
like Tommy was on house arrest and convinced he was trying to find a weapon. 


Tommy levels Wilbur with a flat stare. “What are you, a cop?” Wilbur, predictably, doesn’t 
respond. He just gestures, almost exasperatedly, at Tommy, whipping his head around to 
Charlie who watches them with a mindless smile. Wilbur finds no comradery within Charlie 
either, Tommy realizes with smugness when Wilburs’ arms defeatedly drop to his sides. 


Tommy tentatively goes to open the maybe-fridge maybe-cabinet again, and this time Wilbur 
doesn’t stop him, simply hovering a few lengths back with his arms crossed, a very human 
gesture, Tommy notes distantly. 


Tommy doesn’t find anything he was expecting. There’s nothing that pops out at him, just a 
bunch of boxes stacked on each other, various emblems labeling each one. Tommy doesn’t 
recognize any of them. God, this Wilbur guy was such a prude. 


“What’s a fridge?” Charlie chimes in from his place on the couch. Tommy can see where his 
goop is beginning to seep into the fabric. Wilbur strides over to squint unappreciatively at the 
stain Charlie is making. 


“Food storage, y’ know.” Tommy says, pushing the cabinet door shut. “It’s cold — frigid. Get 
it?” 


Charlie is silent for a second before raising his hands to his head in unneeded disbelief, a 
long, drawn-out exclamation of understanding coming from him. “Oh hhhhh,” 


“Yeah,” Tommy emphasizes. 


“Ohhhhh!” Charlie stumbles back, leaning down to mechanically slap his knee like he’s 
never done it before. Tommy barely even has time to wonder where he’d learnt to do that 
before he’s speaking again. “Ha! I get it.” 


Charlie spends the rest of the time trying to come up with puns in the English language, and 
impressively, he’s successful at least a solid sixty percent of the time. At one point, the elf 
guy — Ranboo, Tommy thinks — appears through the doorway, warbling something 
unintelligible to Tommy, but completely understandable to Wilbur. 


Typical. They disappear shortly afterwards, though no one bothers to explain to Tommy 
where they went. 


It’s after Ranboo leaves that Phil makes himself abundant, bursting into the living room all 
cheery like, contrasting Wilbur and all his gloominess. Tommy glances between the exposed 
skeleton on Wilbur and Phils’ permanent smile. On second thought, maybe Wilbur just looks 
like that. Tommy snaps back to attention when Charlie begins to talk in his ear again. 


“_And so you’re gonna stay here—” Tommy raises a hand to stop him. Charlie stares at 
him. 


“Slow, your fuckin’ roll, man. What?” 


“Philza told me to tell you that be- cause they don’t have any extra rooms, you’Il stay here!” 
Charlie gestures vastly to the not-all-that-grand living room. Tommy squints, drifting his gaze 
over said room. At least it had a couch, he guesses. It was really bright though, have these 
people never heard of ambient lighting? 


“Do the lights ever turn off here?” Tommy doesn’t bother to disguise his whine, something 
he’s thrilled he doesn’t have to do anymore because of the language barrier. Complaining is 
probably in his top ten, favorite things to do. 


Charlie turns to, presumably, ask the guy for him. Phil looks contemplative for a moment, 
before something like realization takes over his expression. He laughs, or chitters, whatever’s 
closer, and blabbers away about something Tommy can’t understand, clawed hand raised to 
his forehead. 


Tommy leans forward expectantly. “Is that...a yes? No...? Gimme something here, man.” 


“Uhhh, heee...” Charlie, to his credit, looks like he wants to relay what the man is saying, but 
Phil just...keeps...talking. After a bit Charlie seems to give up and just turns back to Tommy, 
giving him a thumbs up, something he picked up on pretty quickly. “It’s a yes!” 


“Cool.” Tommy goes to flop down on the couch, springing upward with the recoil. Hands 
behind his head, he clumsily brings the hat that’d been smushed awkwardly between his neck 
and the couch back up over his head, tipping it over his eyes. Fuck yeah. He’s always wanted 
to do that with a cowboy hat. 
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The human is not asleep, according to Slime-slash-Charlie, just “chilling”. Whatever that 
means. 


“Why’s he done that with his hat...” Wilbur scrutinizes, unneededly. Charlie raises a finger, 
looking all too eager to answer, before he’s freezing in place, mouth open stupidly. Wilbur 
waits, and waits, and then leans forward, because maybe thats the problem. Yeah, no. Charlie 
just doesn’t know either. 


Despite the human not being asleep, Charlie doesn’t disturb it to question it about the matter. 
Chilling, apparently, is something to not be disturbed. Wilbur silently disagrees, but holds off 
on the pursuit of knowledge. 


Emphatically, Wilbur takes out his holotab, leaning in between the space between a cabinet 
and the wall. The general populace, Wilbur thinks, is being quite dramatic about the human. 
Yeah, it’s a once in a lifetime thing, (or twice, for some.) but there’s netizens on interstellar 
talking about leaving Asphia. Wilbur rolls his eyes, but he guesses some of their worries 
are...somewhat valid. 


People on Interstellar seem to think that the existence of once human is proof that there could 
be more, and while Wilbur is ninety percent sure that’s not the case, it’s not like they know 
that. They don’t know anything, really. 


Welp, good thing Wilbur isn’t them. Sucks to freaking suck, clueless. 


He continues to scroll, and finds that alongside team evacuation, there’s nearly the same 
amount of people talking about coming to Asphia. For reasons Wilbur thinks are obvious, and 
stupid. It’s like no one knows what the term “leave it to the professionals” means anymore. 


Even though...it’s not like the professionals in this case are doing much for the cause. Wilbur 
reflects on the self call out for a moment. Self reflection over, Wilbur decides. It was worth it, 
anyway. It’s not their team's fault no one else knows the human is sapient. And besides, 
anything in the pursuit of knowledge can be justified. 


Wilbur taps a claw idly on the side of his holotab. Most , anything in the pursuit of 
knowledge can be justified. Better wording, actually, most things can be justified in the name 
of science. They don’t progress as a general species if they’re not learning, so really, they 
were lying to everyone for the people's sake. And really, lying by omission isn’t really lying. 


Yup, good one, Wilbur. 


Clips of Channel JM are going around. They’re of them talking about rumors, in that 
captivating, theorizing tone that’d draw in any listener, even if it wasn’t about the hot topic of 
the universe right now. Jack Manifold, that prick. 


He doesn’t really use Anonymous, but he’s sure that anarchy ground is having a field day. 
Whisper and Moreview seem to know just as much as everyone else, despite supposedly 
being dedicated to news that isn’t mainstream. Wilburs internet sleuthing never seems to have 
an end, because each time he’s scrolled to where he thinks the stream of posts ends, it 
refreshes and even more is being pushed out. 


While excitement is clear in the media, fear is still the most prevalent thing they’re 
emphasizing, and even though it’s barely been any time at all, the lack of new information is 
clearly getting to everyone. No one seems to want to forget, even though there’s no visible 
change in their day to day lives. 


The holotab is shut off, after that. 


The rest of the day passes quicker than it felt it should’ve. Ranboos’ off to visit his parents, 
Tubbo is still holed up in his workshop, probably not even working, and Wilbur 
interchangeably flip flops between trying to sneak away from human babysitting duty and 
trying to figure out why it keeps throwing its hat everywhere. Something about being bored, 
he learns from Charlie later. 


Phil comes and checks on them every once in a while, never Techno. Probably also holed up 
in his workshop. Ugh, introverts. Wilbur thinks the human’s gone back to chilling when it 
finds its place back on the couch, but quickly learns when he asks that this particular case is 
not chilling. It’s actually sleeping, this time. Very interesting. But also, not really. 


Wilbur is, unfortunately, the only one who doesn’t need his beauty sleep, and therefore is left 
on human plus slime duty the entire night. It’s not terrible, because the human is sleeping the 
entirety of it, but Wilbur would much rather be in his room right now. And Charlie isn’t a 
great conversationalist, at least not about anything interesting. 


At least, from the inevitable social media scrolling he does that night, he learns the people in 
Levorn do not give a singular shit about anything happening. As usual. Too busy with their 
thriving continent and its thriving countries. As usual. They’re having a better time than the 
rest of them. As usual. The Levorn side of social media is just topics of the new mutation of 
tree species in the region, some talk of humans here and there, but mostly trees. 


The only reason they know anything is probably because those people fucking love Channel 
JM. He spends the rest of the boring night organizing a sheet of notes about the human 
experience up to now, right up until the stars retreat for darker skies. 


It’s almost in that exact moment that Tubbo somehow manages to burst into the room. How 
exactly is beyond Wilbur, considering they only have sliding doors in this place. Said doors 
stay intact, and Tubbo looks both composed and frazzled. 


“Ts Phil ‘round?” He asks more calmly than his disposition would advertise, gaze scanning 
the room. 


Wilbur slowly shuts his holotab, peering at his crewmate. “No.” He ends up answering, 
measured. 


Tubbos’ response is much quicker than his. “Bye, then.” He goes to leave, and Wilbur pushes 
himself up from where he’d been sitting on the ground. 


“Wait—” And, he waits, which was a gamble. “What’d you need Phil for?” 


Tubbo looks at him like he's stupid, which Wilbur rejects fundamentally, before opening his 
mouth to grace him with context. 
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There’s carpet in this ship. 


It’s nothing groundbreaking, or anything. Just something Tommy takes note of. Most of the 
floors are just something he thinks is metallic in nature, but scattered around, primarily in 
what he thinks is the living place in this thing, is carpet. 


These aliens are fucking tacky. It’s almost impressive, but Tommy isn’t about to give them 
that charity. Who thinks it’s a good idea to decorate sterile, metallic hallways with this ugly, 
pink — nearly puke colored carpet? Aliens, obviously. It’s soft under the touch of his fingers, 
which might be its only saving grace. 


Picking at the carpet, he looks towards the now closed door to the room that now only he and 
Charlie inhabit. 


When he woke up, Wilbur-stupid-name and Tubbo were leaving together. He'd wanted to ask 
where, but they didn't seem nervous or anything, so he didn't really care to make Charlie play 
anymore translator. He assumed someone would come back soon, he just wasn't sure how 
soon soon would be. 


There's no windows in this place, Tommy notes with distaste. He wasn't paying... too much 
attention to his surroundings when he'd first been brought onto the ship, and couldn't 
remember exactly if there were any in the halls, but he knew for a sure fact there wasn't any 
in here. Assumptions were doing a lot of leg work here, but he assumed he'd be staying here 
for a bit, in this ship at least. A lack of windows might kill him prematurely. 


Looking at him, Charlie seems content enough to idle around whenever they weren't talking, 
but more often than not Tommy would take him up on conversation. 


Comfortable silences were neat and all, but that wasn't in his expertise, and thankfully 
Charlie never seemed to mind. 


First, Tommy decided to ask about spaceships. He didn't have a particular interest in them 
before, nor did he have any sort of interest in space, but his unique situation managed to 
change that. 


“Know much about spaceships?” 


Charlie's goop stains the couch further. These people may need to look into replacing it. Or 
dry cleaning. Tommy doesn't know what people do about soiled couches. “Spaceships?” 


“Like. Ships...in space. The thing we're on right now?” He follows his own finger down to 
where it's pointed at the ground. 


“Ohhhh.” Charlie crosses his arms. Smiling, he holds up a slimy finger. “Yes. Ships, are my 
specialty.” He says, emphasizing when he says ships. 


Tommy stares at him. “Are they really?” 


Charlie takes a second to think about it. “No.” 


He ends up telling him they're on one of the higher quality ships in the ship industry, or 
whatever. It's medium-sized, ish, and built for frequent travel. He stretches his arms as wide 
as they can go when telling him about the bigger cruise ships, made for more passengers and 
more luxury. 


When Tommy asks if there's any battleships, Charlie gives him a weird look that he can only 
assume was confusion. “What would anyone use those for?” 


Tommy is stuck between a frown and a weird smile. “Battle?” 


Charlie looks contemplative briefly. “Those don't happen in space. What would they do if the 
ships broke? Suffocate! To space!” Isn't that the point? Of battle? Tommy makes the 
executive decision to not voice this. 


Their next topic is animals. That's Tommy's favorite one, whether it be normal animals, or 
alien animals. He asks if there's any on the planet they're on, and that's when he learns its 
name. 


“On Asphiaaaauhh...” Charlie trails off, still enthusiastic. “Mostly in the ocean.” He says 
informatively. Tommy hadn't seen any oceans in his time on this fuck-ass cold planet, 
besides...that... 


Was that giant water tank he'd seen the ocean? He doesn't remember being that underground. 
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But, there are Ice Weasels!” That...actually sounded kind of cute. “The apex land 
predator on Asphia!” Opinion rescinded, never mind. Tommy thinks back uneasily to his time 
in the barren wasteland of the ice plant, Asphia apparently, where he'd been uncomfortably 
susceptible to both the cold and apparently the fucking apex predator that lived there. 


No, he was getting ahead of himself. “Ice Weasels?” He decides to inquire further. 


“Or, Polar dogs.” 


Those were two separate animals, entirely. Tommy thinks he hates colloquial names. He 
wasn't even sure which one was the colloquial one. 


“Are they dangerous?” He's asking, dumbly. 


“Yup.” Charlie says with ease, shooting him a thumbs up. Tommy took this as another win, 
narrowly (?) dodging getting eaten alive by some fucking ice dog he didn't even know lived 
there. 


“And they're just,” Tommy makes a weird motion that he intends to look vast, but just ends 
up looking more like he's trying to mime swimming. “—Around?” 


“Oh yeah, everywhere. Only at night, though.” Okay, that...made a little more sense as to 
why he hadn't seen absolute jack shit when he was out there. It was basically just like bears, 
but with the nerf of being nocturnal. If he remembers right, Polar bears, something he's 
familiar with, are not. 


“Do you have any pictures?” 


Charlie obliges him with a quickness he's grown to appreciate, pulling a device out of his 
back pocket that probably needed to be washed. They spend the rest of the time scrolling 
through various pictures of alien animals, and Tommy finds he's extra appreciative of the fact 
those fuckers that'd kidnapped him had landed during the day. Ice Weasels were definitely 
like bears. 


There's a language he can't understand labeling each image, scattered around occasionally, 
but every once in a while Charlie will quickly scroll by something that looks suspiciously 
familiar, donned in the clothes he'd been wearing days prior. Tommy tries not to think too 
much about it. 
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Tubbo finished the footage sooner than he thought he would, or at least that's what he said. 
Wilbur isn't listening too closely for most of his explanation when they find Phil. Phil had 
quickly given Tubbo the go ahead to splice it into the hangar footage, and before he'd done so 
Wilbur had got a look at it himself, and even he had to admit it looked nearly 
indistinguishable from the real deal. 


Not nearly, actually. Just indistinguishable. Wilbur gives Tubbo a complimentary nod of 
approval, to which he's met with two very rude gestures in return. Adolescents, Wilbur thinks 
with annoyance. 


He looks back to where the render is looping on one of Tubbos’ screens. It's a very real 
looking recording of the human in its clothing from before, sneaking onto a nondescript cargo 
ship. Said ship, realer than the fake render of the human hiding on it, takes off not long after. 


Once the deed is done, Wilbur finds out firsthand that it isn't really done. Tubbo is still raking 
the footage for discrepancies, even when it's already been launched into the world for anyone 
who's looking for it to see. When Wilbur voices his thoughts, Tubbo doesn't even turn to face 
him. 


“Stick to biology, biology man.” 


“T don't see what my profession has to do with any of this.” Wilbur crosses his arms. “Why'd 
you release it if you weren't sure?” 


“T am sure,” This time Tubbo does turn minisculely to give him a look. “I'm just being extra 
sure.” Wilbur didn't really have a retort for this, and settled for retreating into the corner of 
the room to watch from a distance. No, he was not sulking, he thought to the voices in his 
head that sounded a lot like Tubbo and Techno. 


Phil comes in a little later, after the footage has had some time to soak into being tangible and 
real. 


“Right, get your lying faces on.” Phil clasps his hands together. Wilbur is pleasantly surprised 
by his father's lack of hesitation when he says it. Just a few cycles ago Phil wouldn't be 


caught dead lying at such a large scale to Eret. Wilbur figures he'd learnt quickly to treat it as 
he would lying to anyone else, and smirks. 


“Well, if I had a lying face I'd be bad at lying.” Tubbo feels the need to say, matter of factly. 
Wilbur very pointedly ignored that it's something he'd also probably say to scowl. 


“Well if I had a lying face I'd be bad at lying,” Wilbur mocks at the same time Phil says, 
“Shut.” 


Tubbo swivels around in his chair, kicking up his legs. “So, we're just handing this over to 
Eret like we found it?” 


“Yup. Like we just, found it when carding through footage. Easy lie, easy life.” Wilbur 
doesn't know who Phil is saying that more to, them or himself. 


“Awesome.” Tubbo says, not sounding too enthusiastic, and yet he has an easy grin on his 
face all the same. Swiveling back around in his chair, Tubbo clicks off from whatever 
program he’d used to do his magic fuckery and cracks his knuckles uncomfortably, with far 
more clicks and creaks than anyone else would have. 


“Tll tell Techno we’re calling Eret, and, um.” Phil turns to Wilbur, like he’d just remembered 
he was there. Thanks, Phil. “Did you just leave the human alone?” He asks him coolly, 
thankfully not seeming too peeved. 


“Tt’1l—” “He,” “—be fine. It’s with Charlie.” Wilbur very eloquently bulldozes over Phils 
correction, barely hearing it. 


“That doesn’t really count.” Phil says with little amusement. Small victories. 


“We already learned the human isn’t a crazy jungle freak, the only thing we have to worry 
about is it like, killing itself by accident.” Wilbur ruminates, raising a hand to his chin 
thoughtfully. 


Phil only sighs, less out of concern for the human possibly falling off a cabinet and breaking 
its neck and more out of exasperation for Wilbur. 


“What? It’s not like the guy is a child.” Phil only waves him off. Wilbur oughta start 
complaining more about the fact he’s being put to babysit a grown adult. Two grown adults, 
actually, even worse. 


“Yeah, yeah, whatever.” He rolls his eyes, wings flexing. 


Techno doesn’t participate when they break the ever so shocking news to Eret, and they, 
despite Tubbo’s snarky point, put on their best lying faces as they relay the intricate lie to 
Eret, oh so concerned about the human getting off planet, sneaking onto an untraceable cargo 
ship of a// things. Of course, they’re not as obvious as Wilbur dramaticizes it out to be. Eret 
is smarter than that. 


Eret, to her credit, takes it better than most would take it. She groans, a break of composure 
and professionalism Wilbur himself doesn’t see often. Head in her hands, she takes a moment 
before returning to that steady determination that almost has Wilbur rethinking their position 
in this situation. 


“Has anyone else seen this footage yet?” She asks staunchly, looking coolly over interlocked 
fingers. 


“No,” Phil begins slowly, and Eret lets him continue, “But I was going to speak with you 
about that.” He tips his head, giving no way to nerves. “I think we need to tell the public 
anyway.” 


Eret doesn’t voice his disagreement, but Wilbur thinks they can all see it in the way his eyes 
narrow ever so slightly. 


“They’re going to find out, regardless of whether you decide to say anything.” Phil says, 
resolute. “It’s already public information that we’re involved. If you send us out to look for 
the human, people will see us, and word will spread.” 


“Tt’s just a matter of whether you want everyone to accuse the government of lying to them 
again.” Omission of truth isn’t lying, Wilbur thinks distantly. “We can’t afford that distrust 
when so many people are already out there trying to find the human themselves.” 


Erets hardy gaze visibly softens, and Wilbur can see their resolve weaken. Score. They seem 
tired, in a way Wilbur nearly feels sorry about. 


“Youre right. You’re right.” They repeat, looking like they’d already come to the conclusion 
before Phil had even delivered the final blow. “I'll schedule an announcement.” They lower 
their hands, before half sinking into them again. 


“You’re sure the ship is untraceable?” They try, uselessly. 


“Tubbo triple checked.” Phil gets an emphatic nod from Tubbo who'd been very 
convincingly concerned, picking idly at his claws. He’s lucky he’s always like that. 


“Right. Pll be contacting the rest of the World Leaders. They’ ll be in regular touch with you, 
as will I.” They’ ll have to look out for that... Wilbur’s only ever spoken to one other 
representative, and he’s pretty sure she fucking hates his guts. Hopefully he’s not around for 
that. 


“And Phil,” The near smooth voice reaches him again, laced with trace amounts of static. “try 
and find it before it hurts anyone else, will you?” 


Phil doesn’t get a chance to respond. The transmission clicks shut, and then it’s just them in 
the room again. Phils hands are still propped on his hips, staring into the screen. Wilbur 


slowly exchanges a look with Tubbo. It’s a few moments before anyone bothers to speak 
again. 


“Deception win,” Tubbo announces from his place lounging on a plush couch, getting up and 
letting out a loud whoop. He’s already leaving the room, and Wilbur thinks he can hear the 
kid smack the wall as he yells a muffled ‘morality check’, literally whatever the hell that 
means. 


Phil looks like he’s trying not to seem amused. It results in him looking pained. Wilbur claps 
a hand on the man's shoulder, meant to be comforting. “Well, dear father. You’ ve made one of 
your mildly government opposed sons very happy.” 


Phil swats him away, though not unkindly. “I'll be preparing to start the ship. Try not to leave 
Tommy unattended too long, will you?” He says as he’s already leaving the room. 


“W- It was barely like, even a varis!” He argues uselessly. Fuck. Still stuck on babysitting 
duty. He stares down the opposite end of the hall, where the human and Charlie still are. 
Presumably. He supposes...he better go check on them. 


Wilbur watches out one of the windows they have, scarce they are, at what would usually be 
a bland view. That’s not the case anymore, because what takes up what is typically rows and 
rows of unmoving ships docked alongside them in a sterile hangar, is bustling activity. 
Several handfuls of people moving through the hangars; both landing and leaving. 


Peacekeepers are visible, acting as traffic guards for the chaotic buzz of people. Slightly off- 
putting is the stray one or two people that are staring right at their ship, recognizing it for 
what it is. Theirs. 


Wilbur leaves the window after that. 


He especially doesn’t return after Eret launches his announcement to Asphia, and then to the 
rest of the universe. 


He has the help of the rest of the Council for that, and unless Wilbur quarantined himself off 
from the world, he wouldn’t be able to avoid the news. Unsurprisingly, social media, never 
having slowed down once in the past few cycles, gets even worse. 


“1 can t tell you not to worry, but rest assured, we have our best searching—” 


Wilbur switches channels. 


I 


“across the Undivided World. Remember, this isnt an attack. Carry on w...’ 


Typical. 


Wilbur pops his head into the living room, or as he likes to popularly call it, the couch plus 
kitchen room. Charlie and the human are, visibly, not dead. The human looks like it’s trying 
to coax the slime into jumping off the couch’s spine. Wilbur reckons they’ ll be fine. 


“..Leaders are doing everything they can to work together to resolve the issue. Both the 
universal security issue, and the issue of dangerous fauna, w...”’ 


Techno frowns at the amount of variations of “dont worry” with no further context he hears 
out of the speech. Wilbur snickers, lip syncing the words expertly as they come. Techno only 
rolls his eyes at him, leaving to go help Phil with starting the ship. 


66 


Human has breached the Universe? Who will be the one to catch it first? Our citizens of 
the stars, or the Council? Daily updates, every cycle at the usual time. The race, is on.—” 


His holotabs radio nearly crackles, and Wilbur wonders just how far Manifolds station 
managed to stray for it to do that. The door to the living room slides open with a barely 
audible shvwoop, and Wilbur peeks in. This time, the human is making Charlie do what looks 
like...push ups. He pulls his head back out. 


66 


Hello again my little listeners! Hope those of you on Asphia are staying warm, and those 
in Netheris warm! So, big talk of the stars, human loose?—”’ 


Wilbur cards through his notes, adding a few more little entries here and there. No edits to be 
made yet. 


66 


Interstellar literally lagged for me today, that’s fucking insane. Has anyone else had that 
issue?—” 


Wilbur dares one last look out the window. No eyes specifically on him, but there are far 
more than one or two people staring at their ship now, talking to each other as they eye it. 
Thank everything good for their tinted windows. Reinforced not only for the pressure of 
space, but also the pressure of several prying eyes. 


Those fuckers in the cockpit need to hurry up. Asphia sucks. 


“—JIt’s only one, I don t know what we’re all freaking out for!” “Heh- ha! You know what one 
did all those orbits ago?” “Yeah- I- Why are you laughing?!—” 


Wilbur checks the Levorn region on Interstellar, which really is lagging. They’re still talking 
about trees. Bastards. He pushes off the wall and finds himself back at familiar doors. 


Peeking inside, he finds that this time, the roles are reversed, and the human is down on the 
ground struggling to do what he thinks is a pushup, while Charlie chants something he can’t 
understand rhythmically at it from the sidelines. He leaves. 


“..don t get too close, and stay safe.” 


Wilbur turns his holotab off. 


The engines are warm with energy, and it’s nearly time to go. 


It wouldn’t usually take this long, but they’re not usually landed for too long either, and 
apparently they need to double check that everything is still working functionally before 
they’re up in the air. 


Wilbur, as usual, is still stuck with babysitting duty. His life is insane, he thinks. He eases an 
eye over towards where the human, Tommy, is pacing just behind the hallways threshold, 
Charlie chattering at him intermittently. This is what the crew calls “the window hallway”. 
Intelligently named, because this is the hallway where they store all their windows. Windows 
are popularly called a hull hazard, but that’s typically only if they’re reinforced poorly, with 
the same material they use for windows in your average house. 


The long strip of hallway is mostly window, because windows are apparently a necessary 
quality of life for a semi-living ship. 


The reason they’re no longer in the living room is slightly beyond Wilbur. He hadn’t gotten 
much explanation out of Charlie besides a very confident excuse of “‘stir-craziness”, courtesy 
of Tommy. 


The window hallway, on top of being a (slight) hull hazard, is also a fucking security hazard. 
Even though their windows are tinted, it’s not impossible to see inside, and so when the 
human found the particular hallway and immediately began trying to run towards it, because 
apparently its actually a fucking creature that can’t be normal about anything, Wilbur has to 
daringly snag it by the collar and wrangle it back. 


He quickly lets go afterwards, not unlike releasing hot metal. Wilbur only levels Tommy with 
a look of indifference when the guy swivels around to glare. 


Hands in his pockets, he watches semi-awkwardly as Charlie explains why he can’t go 
parading around the windows just yet. Tommy is receptive of the slimes warning, thank 
prime, but still stares at Wilbur like he’d pissed in his breakfast. 


And so, they’d waited, — at the insistence of Tommy — for the ship to start. 


Wilbur found himself staring at the human again, taking in every similarity, and every 
difference. Its skin wasn’t as smooth as his. He supposes it sort of was, in some places...but 
all the skin he could see seemed lightly scarred, strangely enough. It didn’t seem like any 
painful scarring, but Wilbur didn’t typically know much about scars. There were tiny bumps 
scattering its skin, not everywhere, but in some places. He’d have to ask about that later. 


Wilbur itched to go back to his lab, write some more notes, maybe play a quick game of dots, 
yeah okay whatever, he wasn’t all responsible — but the window hallway was admittedly not 
a great place to leave the human unattended. Wilbur taps a clawed finger on his exoskeleton, 
bored out of his mind. 


He’s about to ask Charlie to relay something to the human for him, but all three of them are 
freezing up when voices begin to raise in volume from where Wilbur identifies as outside the 
ship. 


He’s not sure what Charlie is thinking, weird fuck, but he’s sure both him and the human are 
thinking the same thing when they both recoil back from the windows, even though neither of 
them are directly in front of it. 


Wilbur takes one for the team, being he’s not the one being universally hunted currently, and 
creeps towards the window. The voices would need to be quite loud for them to breach the 
ships walls. With his eyes, he finds what’s causing the ruckus pretty quickly. 


There’s a gathering of people right outside the ship, not too close, but it’s not far enough 
away to be classified as ignorable. He can’t tell exactly what’s going on at first, but pieces it 


together soon enough. The human, thankfully, wasn’t spotted. He’d say it had nothing to do 
with them at all, but, well, that wouldn’t be entirely true. 


A develish in similar garb to the Tommy the universe knew, was being shielded behind a 
rough, protective arm as several people argued, loudly enough to be heard but not enough to 
be intelligible. The person the arm belonged to was pushing someone else back with the 
other, who was pointing accusingly at the develish that certainly wasn’t what they thought it 
was. 


Develish, hood now down, looked like they didn’t want to be there. Wilbur was only 
relieved. 


“False alarm,” He says, releasing a breath as he backs up. He nearly collides with Tommy, 
who was right behind him, practically watching over his shoulder. He doesn’t look 
particularly disturbed, just morbidly intrigued. Like he didn’t know exactly what was going 
on. 


And so back they were, waiting for the ship to start, a crowd arguing right outside their ship. 
Finally, their saving grace arrives. 


When it had, the human had felt its hands at the wall, apparently trying to feel the rumbling 
of the ship taking off. Weird, humans were. It was only then, when they were lifting off the 
ground, that Wilbur gave Charlie the go ahead to tell Tommy to...get out there. Play with the 
fucking windows, or whatever. 


The human immediately is face first against the windows, hands pressed against the panes 
like it’s never seen the outside world before. Or space, for that matter. It probably...hasn’t, 
actually. At least not from this perspective. That brought up an interesting question, of 
whether the human species was advanced enough for space travel yet. Because apparently 
they were sapient, and it’d gone under their noses for so long, space travel couldn’t be too far 
off. 


Wilbur watches from his place propped against the wall as Tommy looks at the universe with 
a fresh fascination. Asphia grows smaller, and smaller, and then it’s just a planet. No longer 
the very ground they stand under. They’re far from Earth, Wilbur thinks idly. 


Charlie settles beside the human after a twor, and instead of Tommy’s new interest, he looks 
at the universe like it’s an old friend. Wilbur looks at it like it’s space. 


Despite everything, Tommy manages a grin. 
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